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PROLOGUE 


Spoken  by  Mr.  TVILKS. 


OU  R  Author^  of  his  Rural  Mu/e  afraid^ 

Calls  in^  To-nighty  plain  Sonnet  to  his  Aid. 

His  Scheme,  I  told  him,  might  fome  J udgment 
Could  he  have  call'd  in  Skilful  Voices  too. 

To  that  he  anfwerd — Let  your  Sounds  have  Senfe, 

Old  England  vjill  voith  Englilh  Throats  dlfpenfe. 

And  take  vohaf  s  well  defign  d,  for  Excellence, 

'"7 is  notour  Nice  Pe?formance  is  the  Thi7ig\ 

Good  Songs  will  alvjays  Candid  Hearers  bring  ; 
Provided-vje find  Airs,  which  /Zvy  Themselves  may fing. 
An  Englifh  6’^?;/^,  ill  fung,  will pleafe  Good-nature : 
Yoiive  fo7ne  Delight,  to  know  you  fing  it  better. 

If  Songs  are  hartnlefs  Revels  of  the  Heart, 

IP hy  Jhould  our  Native  Tongue  not  bear  its  Part  T 
Why  after  learned  Warblers  mufi  we  pant. 

And  doat  on  Airs,  which  only  They  can  chaunt  ? 
Methinks  'twere  hard,  if  in  the  cheetful  Spring, 
Were  none  but  Nightingales  allow' d  to  fing  I 
The  Lark,  the  Sparrow,  and  the  plain  Cuckoo, 

Have  all  an  Equal  Right,  te  Chirp,  and  kVao  : 

Ev' n  France  in  That  her  Liberty  maintains', 

Her  Songs,  at  leaf,  are  free  from  Foreign  Chains, 
And  Peers  and  Peafants  fing  their  Native  Strains. 
Time  was,  even  Here,  when  D'Urfey  vamp'd  a  Song^ 
The  fame  the  Courtier  and  the  Cobler  fung. 

What  tho'  our  ConnoifTeurs  may  love  Champagne', 
Mufi  never  Englifh  Ale  go  down  again  ? 

Mu  ft  no  Mouths  drink,  but  what  at  Taverns  dine  ? 
All  Pockets  reach  not  Honefi  Jephfon’^  Wine. 

Since  then,  of  late,  you  ve  given  our  Hopes  feme  Ground, 
Since  plain  October  has  your  Favour  found. 

Why  Troth  I  ev  n  mend  your  Draughty  and  let  old  Songs 
go  round. 
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The  PERSONS. 


-^rc4;,ANoblemanofgi*eatPofrcfli-2 
ons  in  Anadm.  5 

M%on,  His  rriend.  Mr.  Harder, 

Am^ntasySontQ  Arcas^  in  Love  with  ?  willkms. 
Paftora.  S  * 

jphis.  Son  to  JEgon,  in  Love  with  7  Thurmmd. 
lamhe,  S 


ThilatitHs,  A  conceited  Corinthian  1  Cihhr. 

Courtier,  pretending  to  3 

Cor^don,  An  Old  Shepherd*  Griffin^ 


?  Simple  Brothers,  in  Love  7 


and 

Mopfus 
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with-  Fhillida, 


i 


Mr.  Oatgf^ 


Damon,  An  Inconllant.  Mr,  R4y, 

> 

lanthe,  f  Areas.  J  Mrs,  Cibher. 

fafiora,  >  Daughter  to  <  AE.gon.  >  Mrs.  L'tndar. 
PhiMa,  3  C^^rydon.jMes.  Raft  or. 


SCENE,  the  Arcadian  Fields, 
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V 

A  PASTORAL. 


ACT  I.  S  C  E  N  E  I. 


A  R  C  A  S  alone. 

A  R  C  A  S. 

AIL!  to  the  rifing  Day !  Haii !  waking 
Nature! 

Ye  verdant  Plains,  ye  Hills,  and  fertile 
Valleys, 

Ye  lowing  Herds,  and  fleecy  bleatin?^ 

■  flocks,  ^ 

Ye  warbling  Groves,  and  murmuring  Fountains,  Hail ! 
Once  yet  again  I  fee  the  annual  Morn 
That  gave  me  Birth,  and  counts  me  into  Age. 

O  !  Phxhus  hear!  God  of  refulgent  Skies  !  [Kneels* 
All-glorious  Ruler  of  revolving  Light, 

Author  of  Medicine,  and  Immortal  Song, 

Deign  to  receive  thefe  Thanks  of  Adoration! 

Thanks  for  thy  Courfe  of  rolling  Years  enjoy'd. 

That  thus  have,  unaflli^ted,  born  me  through 
The  various  Periods  of  appointed  Life  I 

A  4  The 
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The  Spring  of  Infancy,  Summer  of  Youth, 

The  reaping  Autumn  of  experienc’d  Man, 

Down  for  the  Winter  of  unaching  Age, 

Thanks  to  the  Comforts  of  a  genial  Bed, 

Nov/  ripening  to  the  Joys  of  Love,  and  Virtue** 

Such  are  the  Bleffings  from  thy  Beams  receiv’d, 

^d  thefe,  O  Phxbus  !  are  the  Thanks  we  pay  thee. 

AEgon  finging  within^ 

Hark!  from  the  Vale,  I  hear  the  Jovial  Voice 
Of  JEgon,  blyth,  and  lufty,  as  the  Summer, 

Nor  bendins  to  the  Burthen  of  his  Years; 

Jocund  he  comes,  and  chanting  to  the  Day, 

With  friendly  Gratulation-  ^JEgon,  Hail  I 

Enter  iEgon. 

Health,  and  the  Bleflings  of  the  Morn,  be  thfne. 

uEg.  Vv^hy  ay,  my  Lord  !  this  Day  is  bleft  indeed ! 
It  gave  you  Life,  and  me  the  bell  of  Friends; 

And  to  that  Friend  I  owe  my  jovial  Heart. 


A  I  R  I. 


Te  NyntphSf  and  Snvainf, 

J^hh  Melody  hail  the  Day ; 

Make  H oh  day  round  the  Plains, 

All  jollily  dance  and  play, 

This  happy,  glorious  Sun 
Gave  to  your  Fields  a  Lord, 

Of  all  your  Hopes  the  Grown, 

And,  to  your  Folds,  the  Guard. 
Let  the  Man  too  all  fo  dear 
With  rural  Pan  he  fung: 

To  the  next,  and  next  good  Tear, 
Here  may  he  live  Blefi,  and  Long, 


Are,  Thanks  to  thy  Love :  thy  jolly  Voice,  tho’  rough 

Re*« 


As  is  the  Billow  curling  to  the  Beach, 


Love  in  a  Ribdle. 

Revives  the  Images  of  Pleafure  paft. 

When  Mirth  and  Revels  were  excus’d  by  Youth, 

Mg*  Excus’d  by  Youth,  my  Lord  !  You  make  me 
Is  therea  ftated  Time,  in  this  fhoit  Life,  [fmile  : 

That  makes  it  Wifdom  to  be  fad. 

Or  Weaknefs  to  be  happy  ?  No: 

Let  Policy,  or  Guile,  difguifc  their  Face ! 

But  Honefty  dares  hold  it  to  the  Sun  ! 

May  we  have  Caufe  for  Gladnefs,  and  not  fhevv  it  \ 
Was’t  not  this  happy  Day  that  gave  you  Birth  > 

Are  you  not  Lord  of  thefe  Arcadian  Plains  > 

Where,  like  the  Subftitute  of  Heav’nly  Power, 

You  dole  the  Bleflings  you  from  thence  receive. 

And  make  a  People,  by  your  Bounty,  happy. 

Yet  not  more  bleil  by  Bounty,  than  Example  : 

Your  Life  ha5  taught  thofe  Virtues,  you  reward. 

And  is  not  this  a  Caufe  for  general  Joy  ? 

Are  you  not  ftill  the  fame  belov’d  Lord  Areas  f 
Are  you  not  ft  ill  that  honeft  Nobleman  > 

Arc,  Suppofe  me  fo — 

Mg,  .—Why  then,  my  Lord,  let  thofe 
Be  fad,  who  never  wore  but  half  that  Title! 

Let  our  Corinthian  Lords  be  Grave,  and  Gracelefs: 

The  Privilege  of  Honefty  is  Mirth  ! 

Arc,  Yet  Charity  becomes  the  Cheerful  too. 
g  Mg^  Mine,  Sir,  begins,  where  their  Court-Friend* 
(hip  ends. 

At  home  :  Therefore  I  fay  we’re  happier  Men, 

Yet  only  Happy,  as  we’re  better  too: 

Shall  Virtue  then  not  tafte  her  Benefits? 

Shall  only  Knaves  and  fpendthrift  Heirs  be  jovial? 
The  Cheerfulnefs  of  Knaves  is  Impudence! 

Have  Courts  a  Joy,  like  found  Integrity  ? 

When  they  fhew  that.  I’ll  own  ’em  wife  5  till  when. 
Let  us  be  plainly  pleas’d  with  Happinefs. 

Arc,  O  jEgon!  were  I  capable  of  Envy, 

Thy  Turn  of  Mind  would  tempt  me  to  repine! 

A  5  V/hv 
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Why  have  not  I  this  cheerful  Tafte  of  Life? 

Why  feems  my  Plenty  lefs  than  thy  fmall  Store  ? 
What  are  my  Wants?  where  are  my  Wifhes  bounded? 
And  yet - 

’Twere  happier  to  be  Mgon,  than  be  Areas. 

You  make  me  triumph  o’er  your  Learning! 
You,  who  have  all  Philofophy  can  wifh. 

Have  made  a  Man  much  happier  than  your  felf. 

By  giving  him  a  Tythe  of  your  Pofleflions. 

Arc.  V/ouldft  thou  have  more  ? 
jEg.  — More  than  enough.  Sir?  No. 

To  crave,  is  Poverty  j  Contentment,  Riches : 
YourTythe’s  almoft  too  much  for  me.  [Name, 

Arc,  Thus  Riches,  when  not  wanted,  lofe  their 
AEg,  And,  when  poffefs’d  by  Prodigals,  their  Power, 
Even  fo  it  is,  not  Wealth,  nor  Wifdom,  Sir, 

’Tis  Conilitution  gives  us  Happinefs: 

N  ature  has  made  You  Penfive,  and  Me  Sanguine  : 
You  think  your  Virtues  are  a  wife  Man’s  Duty, 

And  therefore  wear  them,  with  a  ferious  Brow; 

Now,  Sir,  the  Few,  that  I  can  boaft,  I  think 
Are  Blefliiigs  too,  therefore  as  fuch,  enjoy  them. 

AIR  II. 

He  that  wears  a  Heart 
Void  of  Art, 

Has  jo^s  unknown 
To  the  greatefi  Men; 

who.  Nine  in  Ten, 

Beneath  their  Great nefs  groan. 

Riches  are  fine  things. 

That  have  Wings, 

And  will  away  : 

But  an  ho7zefi  Mind 
Will  ever  find 
Content  Tvili  with  it  fiay. 

Be, 


II 
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Be,  whofe  cptn  SmI  is  clear 

From  Fraud,  Difgmfe»  or  Guile,- 
May  all  the  Frowns  of  Fortune  bear. 

And  at  h:r  Malice  fmile, 

Creatnefs,  that  would  make  us  grave. 

Is  but  an  empty  thing : 

What  more  than  Mirth  would  Mortals  havet 
The  merry  Man's  a  King^ 

But  he  that,  by  "Deceit, 

Dares  to  be  meanly  great. 

Will  find,  in  his  counting  up. 

What  did  mount  him  up. 

Will  make  him  many  Foes, 

Greater  far  than  he  knows. 

Whom  nought  will  gratify. 

No  Words  will  fatisfy^  ^ 

*Till  he  low  lies  again. 

Never  to  rife  again : 

Who  then  will  envy  his  Fate? 

But  he  that  by  Deceit,  6c  c, 

mat!  not  a  Note,  not  anfwer  to  my  Ditty  ? 

Arc.  Excufe  me,  if  I  talle  not  now  thy  Muff, 

Nor  joyn  thy  Carolls  with  my  ufual  Glee.  [Mind  : 

^g.  Nay  then,  my  Lord,  there's  fomething  loads  your 
You  wrong  my  Friendfhip,  if  you  hide  your  Griefs. 

Give  me  my  Share!  Out  with  the  worft  at  once- 
Arc.  Griefs  I  have  none,  but  I  confefs  have  Fears, 
And  Doubts,  that  fill  me  wi:h  Anxiety. 

Have  we  not  each  our  Children’s  Happinefs 
In  care  ^  The  Crifis  of  their  Fate  is  now.  [pinefs  \ 
^g-  And  why.  Sir  fiiould  you  doubt  their  Hap- 
Have  not  our  Precepts  grounded  them  in  Virtue? 

Has  not  indulgent  Nature  given  them  Beauty  ? 

And  oar  Arcadian  Manners  Innocence? 


Have 
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Have  they  not  been,  from  Infancy,  Companions? 
Their  Leflbns,  Labours,  and  their  Sports  the  fame  I 
Have  I  not  watch’d  them,  with  a  jealous  Eye? 

Yet  never  found  a  Warning,  to  fufped  them. 

At  length,  their  blooming  Friendfliip  pays  its  Promife, 
Obeys  the  Seafon,  and  matures  to  Love. 

Whence  then  this  anxious  Doubt  of  their  Mifdoing  ? 

j^rc.  Perhaps,  dear  Mgon^  I’m  too  diffident : 

For  though  wc’ve  chang  d  our  Children,  to  prevent 
In  mine  the  confcious  Pride  of  Birth;  in  thine. 

To  ajd,  with  Birth,  the  Sentiments  of  Virtue: 

Yet  Nature  ffill  may  be  mif-led  by  Fortune: 

Thus  mine,  believing  JEgon  is  their  Sire, 

With  views  of  Intereft  may  diflemble  Love, 

Which  unfufpicious  Innocence  may  hear; 

So  thine,  fuppofing  Areas  is  their  Father, 

In  fcorn  to  mingle  with  inferior  Blood,  ^ 

May  flight  thofe  Virtues,  which  deferve  their  Love. 

JEg.  Thefe  Apprehenfions  might  in  Courts  be  juft  : 
But  here,  where  Love,  without  Ambition,  reigns, 

’Tis  nothigh  Birth,  or  Lands,  or  number’d  Flocks, 

But  Wealth  of  Virtue  in  the  Fair  and  Young, 

That  gives  the  Nymph  her  Charms,  the  Swain  his  Merit* 

AIR  III. 

Let  Wealth  and  Power  enjlave  the  Great » 
where  Hearts  are  barter'd  for  a  Name : 

Here  Love  alone  can  Love  create 

And  Truth  fuppHes  the  lafling  Flame. 

Arc,  Still,  I’m  inclin’d  to  have  their  Virtue  prov’d: 
True  Love  is  better  known,  by  Grief,  than  Joy, 

As  Hope  is  often  meafur’d  by  our  Fear. 

Therefore  (but  not  without  my  Friend  advifing) 

1  have  fome  thoughts  of  offering  thy  Pafto-  a 
The  noble  Philemon's  Heir,  the  gay  Phllautus, 

Polifht  in  Courts,  and  skill’d  in  Vanities; 

If  then  her  Heart  can  ftoop  to  fuch  a  Lure—— 
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I  take  your  Meaning}  and  as  juft  approve  it : 
If,  when  you  offer  to  her  Arms  TbiUntus, 

She  (hews  a  Fear,  that  you  may  force  her  Will, 

That  Fear  will  force  her  Love  to  own  Amyrttas: 

If  fhe  admit  Philautus,  Amyntas^  then. 

Will  well  efcape  a  Maid,  below  his  Love, 

And  the  proud  Girl  with  her  own  Choice  be  puniflit : 
Then,  let  her  hence  to  blaze  in  Courts:  .Vain  Wives 
And  fhallow  Husbands  are  no  Monfters  there. 

Arc,  Yet  hope  a  better  Confequence :  The  Maid 
Wants  no  Attradion,  that  commends  her  Sex, 

Kor  do  I  name  PhVautus,  that  I  doubt  her; 

But  that  her  Virtue  may  have  Luilrc  from  her  Choice, 
And,  to  PhllaHtHs,  poor  Amyntas  be  preferr’d. 

My  Life,  then,  anfwer,  that  her  Choice 
contents  you; 

The  gaudy,  tinfel  Merit  of  ThilautHs 

Will  have  a  tarniflit  Kue,  to  your  Amyntas^  Virtue. 

A  I  R  IV. 

Our  Isymfhs  on  the  Plains 
Among  Swains 

Have  their  Joys^  that  ho  Courts  ever  gave : 

Where  the  Married^  in  Chains^ 

And  long  Trains^ 

Carry  Sorrow,  in  Pomp,  to  their  Grave, 

Arc,  Thy  Confidence,  my  Friend,  has  quell’d  my 
Fears. 

-  Be  then,  for  Amyntas"  fake,  Vafiora  prov’d : 

Hut  we  have  ftill  our  younger-born  unfixt : 

How  (land  we  there  in  Hope  : - 

jEg*  - - - - If  I  guefs  right, 

A  tender  Paflion  too  is  kindling  there  : 

feems  of  late  referv’d  to  Iphis : 

The  Youth  more  pcnfivc,  and  the  Nymph  more  gay  : 
The  ufiial  Confequence  of  Love  declar’d, 

Aud 
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And  Love  with  Maiden  Modefty  approv’d. 

She  flies,  ’tis  true,  but  flies  to  be  purfued} 

And  urges  the  Purfuit,  to  found  his  Love. 

Arc.  Let  him  purfue :  I  would  not  wifli  the  Mali. 
Should,  on  his  Summons,  yield  to  Iphis*  Birth. 

But  fee,  Amyntas  comes  ;  from  him  perhaps 
More  may  be  gather’d  to  aflfifl:  our  Meafures. 

Amyntas  ho !  whither  fo  fafl:,  my  Son  ? 

them  Amyntas. 

Am.  Pafiora  tells  me.  Sir,  a  favourite  Lamb 
Is  mifling  from  her  flock.  At  her  Requefl 
I  to  the  neighbouring  folds  am  hying.- — 

ARg.  -  -  -  ^ . Stay  5 

I  have  a  while,  my  Son,  to  talk  with  thee. 

You  fee,  my  Lord,  even  Maids  in  Love  are-% 

Woers. 

Tajiora  would,  but  cannot,  hide  her  flame, 
flow  amoroufly  Coy  I  This  Hint  betrays  it. 

A  Lamb  is  ftray’d - why  His  the  Charge  to  l 

find  it>  r  F  * 

Her  Heart,  fhe  means ;  her  Breaft,  the  Fold 
that  lofl:  it ! 

Yet  he,  Fond  Youth,  in  honeft  fear  miftakes 
her. 

Arc,  The  modeft  Lover  recommends  his  flame : 
But  to  our  other  Point-— 

JEg.  -  Come  near,  Amyntas, 

Am,  Health,  and  the  Rays  of  many  a  fmiling  Morn, 
Like  this,  prolong  the  Days  of  Areas, 

Arc,  AmyntaSy  I  am  Debtor  to  thy  Love. 

Mg.  I  have  obferv’d  of  late.  Lord  Areas*  Son, 
Young  Iphis,  holds  thee  near  his  Heart,  Amyntas  : 
Of  courfe,  his  Joys  and  Cares  are  known  to  thee. 
Now  then,  be  jufl:,  my  Boy  ;  anfwer  directly ; 

Has  he  yet  ever  told  thee,  that  he  lov’d? 

Am,  Never  —he  never  told  me,  that  he  lov’d. 


Love  in  a  Riddle.  15 

'  JEg^  Amyntas,  thou  repeat’ft  my  Words^  as  thou 
Wouldft  hold  me  to  their  literal  Senfe :  take  heed ! 

Evade  not  what  I  mean - 

Am*  “I  take  your  Meaning: 

My  Father  knows,  what’s  fit  his  Son  fhould  anfwer. 
jEg,  Know’ft  thou  then  ought  unfitting  me  to  ask  1 
Am,  Y our  Qiiefticn  then,Sir, would  require  no  Anfwer. 

Howl  fo  blunt !  Am  I  not  thy  Father,  Boy  } 
Am,  Such,  Sir,  my  daily  Prayers  to  Heaven  confefs 
Nor  fhall  my  Father  figh,  that  I’m  his  Son.  [you. 

Arc,  Ko,  generous  Youth,  thy  Father  fighs - to 

own  thee.  [Afide. 

Whence  are  thefe  half  Replies  \  be  full,  I  fay. 
And  tell  me  what  thou  know’ft  of  l^his  Love. 

Am,  The  Precepts  you  have  taught  me  reach  no 
ParJon  my  Doubts;  for  I  am  yet  to  learn,  [farther. 
That  Duty  can  difpenfe  w'ith  broken  Frienfhlp. 

’Till  he  declares  he  loves,  am  I  t’  accufe  him  ? 

JEg,  Dar’ft  thou  not  make  thy  Father  Judge  of  what 

May  wrong  thy  Friends - 

Am,  — 1  dare :  I’ve  told  my  Fears  : 

If  they’re  iinjuft,  condemn  ;  if  not,  forgive  them. 

Arc,  The  faithful  Boy!  I  muft  embrace  him! 

Believe  rn%  Youth,  thy  deareft  Father’s  Arms 
Ne'er  held  thee  to  his  Heart  with  fonder  Joy. 

Excufe  him.  Friend - 

-  W  hat  you  applaud,  my  Lord, 

Needs  not  Excufe — 

Arc, - O  !  Friend  indeed  ! 

How  (hall  I  thank  thy  Care  for  fuch  a  Son )  —  [Apart, 
Thy  Fear,  Amyntas^  to  unfold  thy  Friend, 
Commends  thy  Truth,  and  merits  his  Efteem. 
However,  to  preferve  thy  Faith  uiiblemiQi’d, 

I  give  thee,  with  ray  Hand,  my  Word,  whate’er 
Thy  Candour  fli.ill  inform  me  of  his  Love, 

My  Boy  fhall  never  think  a  W'rong  to  him. 

Nor  find,  from  me,  Occafion  to  reproach  thee. 


Am, 


1^  Love  in  a  Riddle. 

Am.  This,  Sir,  unties  my  Tongue  j  my  inmoft 
Like  a  fair  Volume  open  ro  your  Reading,  [Thoughts, 
Arc.  Thou  faidft  he  never  told  thee,  that  he  lov'd  J 
Am.  Never — 

Arc.  Yet  thou  believ’ft  his  Grief  is  Love  J 
Am.  Alas,  my  Lord,  a  Youth  fo  happy  in 
His  Sire,  fo  fam’d  for  Virtue,  Birth,  and  Feature, 
What  ftrange  Misfortune  can  difturb,  but  Love  ? 

Arc.  Speak  without  Fear!  Love  is  a  venial  Frailty.' 
Am.  *ris  true,  when  kindled  by  an  Objed  worthy  : 
But  Nature  calls  not  Wifdom  to  her  Council, 

And  fometimes  chufes  with  a  Youthful  Eye. 

.Mg.  Be  brief,  and  name  the  Nymph,  that  has  engag’d 
Am.  Let  me  not  wrong  him.  Sir  5 1  may  miftake  [him. 
Her  Name,  which  yet  I  have  declin’d  to  know. 

Mg.  What  were  thy  Reafons  to  avoid  that  Secret  > 
Am.  Becaufe  I  fear’d,  if  known,  my  Duty  might 
Compell  me,  at  the  rifque  of  his  Eflecm, 

T’ inform  a  tenderPatherof  his  Weaknefs,  [blameful? 
Arc.  Thou  then  haft  Gaufe  to  think  his  Paffion 
Am.  What  lhall  I  fay  \  For  you,  my  Lord,  are  twice 
My  Sire,  a  Father  to  my  Sire,  and  me! 

Nay  more,  you  honour  him  with  Friendfhip! 

I  too  have  a  Friend,  and  would  deferve  him? 

O  whom  fhall  I  oblige  I  whom  dare  t’offend  > 

Arc.  Neither,  Am^ntas ;  both  lhall  be  oblig’d. 

Am,  Pardon  my  Doubts  5  but  fince  your  Word 
fupports  me. 

Take  my  Sufpicions,  as  my  Eyes  have  caught  them. 
Arc,  Give  me  the  Nymph,  whom  thou  fufped’ft  he 
■  Am.  Since  I  muft  fpeak— Sir,  my  Sifter,  [loves. 
With  undefigning  Charms,  I  fear,  has  feiz’d 
His  youthful  Heart  5  yet  fhunsthe  glorious  Prize, 

Arc.  ’ris  well,  Amynfas^‘~l  am  ftill  in  Temper; 
And  lince  my  Word  has  wrought  thee  to  this  Truft, 

Dar’ft  thou  yet  make  me  farther  Creditor, 

And,  by  a  more  implicit  Faith,  oblige  me  J 

Am, 
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Am,  A  Confidence  in  you,  is  fcarce  a  Merit} 
Favours  when  ask’d,  by  Virtue,  are  conferr’d. 

Arc,  Thus  then,  Am^ntas—\y\\tn  thou  find’ft  my  Son^ 
In  friendly  Converfe,  would  difclofe  hi?  Love  } 

Incline  to  hear  him,  and  condole  his  Sorrows: 

But  when  he  names  Janthe,  as  their  Caufc, 

Turn  to  Amazement,  and  reprove  his  Weakncfs! 
Diflike,  objc£l:,  difcourage,  blaft  his  Hope ! 

Urge  my  Difpleafure,  and  lanthis  Scorn! 

Recount  Examples  of  clandeftine  Love, 

V7hofe  joylefs  Hours  have  groan’d  in  live-long  Woe. 
Set  all  the  Terrors  of  Diftrefs  before  him. 

And  leave  the  Guidance  of  his  Fate  to  me. 

Am,  My  Lord,  you’re  bound  me  to  a  mournful 
Task  : 

But  fince  I  know  your  Nature  juft,  and  gentle, 

I  will  believe  you  ad  like  Heav'nly  Power, 

That  ftrews  our  way  to  Happinefs,  with  Thorns  i 
Some  wondrous  Secret,  fure,  unripe  for  Birth, 

Tho’  for  a  Seafon  wrapt  in  low’ring  Clouds, 

Muft  break  at  laft,  and  fpread  a  golden  Day. 

Are,  Time  fuits  not  now,  to  give  thee  more,  Amyntds : 
Let  it  fuffice  that  Iphls  is  my  Hope. 

Mean -while,  we  leave  thee  to  thy  Charge  in  hand. 

Be  faithful  to  thy  Truft,  and  ferve  thy  Friend. 

[lx.  Arc.  and  ^gon.^ 
Am,  Ambiguous  ftill!  Yet  where  remains  the  Doubt, 
When  Areas  has  declar’d  I  ferve  my  Friend  ? 

But  where’s  the  Friend  can  help  forlorn  Afnyntas^ 

If  Iphls,  fprung  from  noble  Blood,  defpairs 
Of  his  Ia?nhe,  born  fo  far  below  him ; 

U’hat  then,  Amyntas,  is  thy  wretched  Portion? 

How  muft  Pajicra,  fhould  fhe  know  thy  LoVe, 
Redouble  all  her  Scorn  for  thee,  and  on 
A  Brother’s  Heart  revenge  a  Brother’s  Pain? 

Yet  why  (fince  Love  was  never  deem’d  a  Crime) 
Should  Virtue  fink  abandon’d  in  Defpair  ? 


AIR 
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A  I  R  V. 

Lovis  A  Tempefty  Life  the  Ocean, 

Pajfons  crofl  the  Deep  deform ; 

B,ude  and  r Aging  tho'  the  Motion, 
virtue  fearlefs  braves  the  Storm: 

Storms  and  Tempefts  ma'y  blow  over. 

And  fubfide  to  gentle  Gales ; 

So  the  poor  defp  airing  Lover, 
when  leaf  hoping,  oft  prevails, 

^  Lovis  tt  Tempeft,  5c  c. 

But  fee!  (zi  Iphis  Qomts\  with  heaving  Heart, 

And  penfive  Pace,  he  filent  ftalks  along. 

Lifting,  with  dewy  Eyes,  his  Sighs  to  Heav’n! 
Within  this  Shade,  unfeen,  I  may  attend 
His  Mood,  and  farther  know  to  hrye  him. 

Enter  liphis,  [Flame  > 

Jph.  Why,  why,  fond  Wretch,  didft  thou  avow  thy 
Was  not  her  Friendfhip  more  than  Love  could  merit  J 
To  every  Wifh,  that  Innocence  could  form. 

Alternate  Kindnefs,  flowing  from  the  Heart, 

PilPd  up  the  Meafure  of  our  focial  Hours, 

When  to  fome  diflant  Hill  the  Sports  have  call’d 
The  fmiling  Fair,  unknowing  of  her  Charms, 
Thought  it  no  Boon,  to  truft  thee  with  their  Treafures, 
I3ut  now,  O  fatal  Avarice  of  Love  ! 

To  what  Reverfe  of  Fortune  art  thou  fallen  ! 

Now,  at  thy  Sijfht,  thy  cold  Companion  flies ; 

Or  heedlefs  pafling,  with  a  downcaft  Eye, 

Contra ds  her  Beauty  from  thy  pining  Senfe> 
Offended  at  their  Power  to  wound,  or  cuie. 

O  Iphis  /  now  farewel  thy  Joys !  farewel  thy  Peace ! 
Here,  to  the  Mufick  of  this  gurgling  Brook, 

Join  thy  faint  Voice,  and  tell  the  Woods  thy  Woe, 
The  flitting  Winds  perhaps  may  catch  the  Sounds, 
And  waft  them  to  lanthe*^  Ear, 


AIR 
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AIR  VI. 


While  my  Love  was  a  Secret,  no  Swain 
Was  fo  bleft,  or  fo  favour'd,  as  1', 

Pafilme  delighted  the  Plain, 

But  l2int\\Qwith  Iphis  would  hye : 

When  1  wreftled,  or  fram'd  for  the  Race, 

Her  Bofom  heav'd  Wifi es  for  me\ 

When  1  won  it,  fie  hlufit  with  fuch  Grace, 

And  cry' d - O  /  the  Garlaiid's  for  Thee* 

But  alas  !  fince  my  Blame  I  reveal'd^ 

*  All  her  Kindnefs  is  turn'd  to  Difdain; 

.  Jfjhe  eyes  me,  fie  flies  o'er  the  Field^ 

Or  bids  the  Winds  hear  me  complain. 

When  the  Nymphs,  to  my  Sorrows  more  kind. 
Reproach  the  hard  Heart  of  the  Maid  j 
From  her  Anger  this  Anfwer  they  find. 

Bond  Love  -  --  has  my  Friendfiip  betray' 

Amyntas  returns, 

'Am„  I  have  attended.  Iphis,  to  thy  Sorrows, 

And  now,  no  longer  can  fupprefs  the  Friend : 

Give  me  thy  Griefs  at  large,  and  cafe  thy  Heart. 

Jph,  Amyntas!  have  I  ftill  a  Friend  in  thee? 

A  Friend,  with  whom  I  may  repoie  my  Grief? 

^  A  Friend  that  will  with  Candour  hear. 

And  chide  me  with  Compaffion  ? — 

Am,  - ———Yes,  a  Friend, 

That  comes  prepar’d,  determin’d  to  aflift  thee. 

Kame,  then,  the  Nymph,  that  thus  has  robb’d  thee  of 
Thy  felf— - 

Jph,  —  Need  I  repeat  what  cv’ry  Grove 
Has  heard,  what  almoft  ev’ry  Tree  records  ? 

Rip  up  my  Heart,  and  read  lanthe  there  I 
Am,  My  Sifter!  is  it  poffible!  lanthe! 

Jph,  She,  fhe,  Amyntas,  has  refolv’d  my  Ruin. 
Am,  Let  me  fupprefs  my  Wonder,  till  I  hear 

Thy 
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Thy  Tale  :  unfold,  from  firft  to  laft,  the  Spring, 

The  Progrefs,  and  the  IfTue  of  thy  Hopes. 

Iph,  Hear  and  lament  my  Fate--  I  will  not  dwells 
Am^ntaSi  with  a  Lover’s  Fondnefs  on 
lanthis  Charms,  tho’  on  that  one  Theme 
O  1  could  talk  whole  Midnight  Moons  to  waning. 
Am.  Proceed  t  my  Patience  fhall  indulge  thy  Fond- 
Iph.  Ere  yet  I  was  fufceptible  of  Love,  [nefs. 
Or  that  her  Charms  unblown  could  fear  the  Lover, 
i  A  fympathetick  Friendfiiip  join’d  our  Hearts, 

Cur  Innocence  infeparable  pafs'd  our  Days : 

Nature,  at  length,  with  foft  Maturity 

Spread  o’er  my  youthful  Cheek  the  Manly  Down: 

Then,  Vv^ith-unufual  Pulfes  beat  my  Heart; 

K  ew  Wifh'es  found  new  Luftre  in  her  Charms, 

And, -on  my  Gazing,  Sighs  uncall’d  would  rife. 

And  yet,  alas!  fo  innocent  my  Thought?, 

I  kncv/  or,  then,  ’twas  Love ;  nor  till  this  Hour 
Perhaps  had  known,  but  that  a  fatal  Proof 
(Tho’  at  the  Time  tranfportin’gj  fince  confirm’d  it. 
Am.  Tranfportingl  Ha!  let  me  conceive  thee,  Iphis. 
Jph,  Miflake  me  nots  the  Proof,  tho’  fwcet,  was 
harmlefs. 

Forgive  my  Fear,  I  ought  t’have  thought  itfo, 
Purfue  thy  Tale  — 

Jph,  It  happen’d  on  a  Day, 

Paftora,  fair  lanthe,  and  my  felf 

Their  Guide,  returning  wearied  from  the  Chace, 

Accepted,  from  a  neighbouring  Swain,  Rcfrcfliment, 

There,  as  within  the  Honey-fuckle  Bower 

We  lay,  whofe  waving  Sweets  enrich’d  the  Airj 

A  careful  Bee,  providing  for  the  Hive 

with  bufy  Toil,  from  Flower  to  Flower  flew  round  us, 

Pajlera  fearful  of  his  Flight,  with  Blows 

Mifpent  in  Air,  diflurb’d  his  Diligence : 

The  Infedl  thus  provok’d,  with  fudden  Rage, 

Darts  OH  her  Cheek  his  fliarp  invenom’d  Sting. 


V. 
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The  fhrieking  Maid,  in  Tears,  deplorM  her  Pain; 
When  kind  lanthe  to  her  Succour  flew. 

And  to  the  fiery  Wound  her  balmy  Lips 
Apply’d  ;  Then  folemn  to  the  Ear  fhe  fung 
Verfes  of  holy  and  myllcrious  Meaning, 

(A  Charm  bequeath’d  her  by  the  fage  Hudocia:) 

On  this  the  angry  Tumour  was  difpell’d. 

And  to  her  Cheek  the  ufual  Rofe  return’d. 

Jm.  Happy  Relief!  have  magick  Notes  fuch  Power! 
But  O  methinks  T  feel  PaJiora*$  Pain  ! 

Iph.  Who  would  not  bear  the  Pain  to  tafte  the  Cure  ! 
No,  Amyntas,  1  rather  mull  believe 
The  Charm  receiv’d  its  Virtue  from  lamhe :  " 

For,  furcl  fuch  Lips  whate’er  they  touch  muftlieal. 

uifn.  But,  Iphis^  how  couldll  thou  perceivt,  from  thence. 
That  Love  had  feiz’d  thy  Heart }  — 

iph,  - - - Attend  the  Sequel. 

While  I  flood  Witnefs  of  the  charming  Cure, 

I  faw  fuch  humid  Fervour  on  her  Lips,= 

Such  willing  Fondnefs  fparkling  from  her  Eyes^ 
Heard  the  fweet  chirping  Sound  of  every  Kifs, 

With  fuch  X^elight  — I  wilh’d  the  Wound  my  owils. 
At  length  fo  painful  grew  my  tender  Longincr, 

That,  on  a  fudden,  burfiing  from  the  Bower, 

In  feeming  Anguifli  covering  with  my  Hand 
My  Face,  I  writh’d  like  one  in  mortal  Pain: 

The  Caufe  inquir’d,  I  to  lanthe  ciy’d. 

Another  Bee  had  pierc’d  my  raging  Lip. 

She  unfufpicious  of  her  Skill,  betray’d 
Her  Innocence,  unblufhing  at  her  Art, 

WirJi  fweet  Convulfion  drew  my  healthy  Lip 
To  hers,  unknowing  of  the  Joys  I  fliolc; 

No  Malady  fhe  found,  but  what  fhe  gave, 

A  thoufand  Stings  fhe  fhot  into  my  Heart, 

Which  fince  confefs’d,  her  Scorn  denies  to  cure. 

Am.  What  on  theinftam  follow’d  this  Proceeding  > 
Iprj.  As  to  our  Home  we  onward  took  the  way. 
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I  fondly  fmiling  own’d  the  happy  Fraud, 

Exulted  on  the  Joy  her  Lips  had  giv’n. 

And, to  excufe  the  Fad,  impeach’d  my  Love! 

At  this,  a  red  Confufion  flufh’d  her  Cheeky 
Quick  Anger  darted  from  her  flalhing  Eyes, 

Till  mute  Concern  diftill’d  a  falling  Tear. 

Nor  Prayers,  Excufe,  or  Penitence  prevail’d^ 

For,  from  that  Moment,  never  would  (he  fpeak. 
Regard,  converfe,  or,  unavoided,  bear 
My  Prefence  more. 

-  AIR  VII. 

I  once  believ'd^  ere  (he  coi^ d  hate^ 

Kind  mature  vjou^d  her  Laws  undop 
That  Doves  wou^d  with  the  Falcons  tnate^ 

Or  Falcons  to  the  Doves  he  true. 

But,  to  my  Ruin,  now  I  fee. 

The  foftefi  Heart  is  hard  to  me. 

^Am.  ------  Nor  can  I  blame  her,  Iphis-, 

With  Grief,  I  own,  thy  Story  has  deceiv’d  me  5 
Were  thefe  thy  tender  Motives  for  my  Pity  ?  ^  » 

Fond  Youth,  thy  wanton  Fraud  was  too  licentious; 
What  lefs  than  Scorn,  could  Maiden  Shame  return. 
For  Injur’d  Truth,  and  Innocence  betray’d  ? 

Jph.  O !  Amyntas !  then  I  am  loft  indeed ! 
Reprov’d  by  thee  too,  I  my  felf  condemn ; 

To*  merit  her  Difdain  is  Mifery 
Compleat  -  -  -  - 

Am.  -  -  -  Nay  then  I  ftill  muft  pity  thee  I 
Thy  Refignation  yet  recalls  the  Friend, 

^  And  Tooths  the  jealous  Brother  to  forgive. 

^iph.  O  then  confirm  it  by  the  deareft  Proof, 

And  foften,  to  my  Sighs,  Janthe's  Heart. 

Am,  No,  Iphis-,  to  confirm  the  Friend  fincerc, 
Againft  thy  Love  I  muft  fupport  thy  Virtue: 

Thy  Duty,  Honour,  Int’reft  and  thy  Fame, 

With  Force  invincible,  oppofe  thy  Hopes : 
Therefore,  in  time,  fond  Youth,  reftrain  thy  Pafliom 

Kl 
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Tlx  on  fome  Beauty  equal  to  thy  Birth, 

Prcferve  the  Fountain  of  thy  Blood  unftainM, 

And  leave  Icmthe  to  inferior  Hearts. 

jfh.  Thy  Words,  like  a  Poniard  pierce  me, 

Atn,  Thy  prefent  Pain  fecures  thy  future  Peace. 

Jfh.  Can  I  have  Peace,  without  lanthe\  Love  ? 

Canft  thou  be  happy  with  diminifhM  Honour? 
Jph,  where  Virtue  is,  the  proudeft  Birth  may  bow. 
Take  heed,  rafti  Youth !  thou  haft  an  high-born  ' 
Sifter : 

How,  in  her  Heart,  wou’dft  thou  approve  thefe  Precepts  ? 
Jph,  As  thou  woud’ft—  ifher  Lover  would  applaud  ’em. 

As  1  wou’d !  I  miftake  thee  fure  5  explain. 

Jph,  Suppofe,  Anvjntas  for  Paflora  burned, 

Suppofe  Paftora  fliou’d  approve  his  Flame  5 
Then  ask  of  Love  what  wouM  Am^ntas  do  } 

Am,  Admit  me  frail  —  were  that  a  Plea  for  JphisT 
Jfqprobesme  to  theHeart  rfure,  hefufpeds  not.  I 
I  muft  avoid  the  Sub)e£l  and  retire. 

Jphis,  Howe’er  my  Friendfhip  is  inclinM, 

Compaftion  muft  not  cancel  Obligations : 

Thy  noble  Father  is  our  Houfe’s  Patron  : 

To  ferve  thy  Love,  were  to  invade  his  Honour? 
Therefore  be  early  warn’d,  and  rein  thy  Paffion^ 
Return  to  Duty,  and  abjure  lanthe, 

-AIR  VIII. 


P/y,  when  Jhe  charms  thee : 

Virtue  alarms  thee: 

Oppofe  her  Beauty, 

With  Fame  and  Dut^ : 

Lov  without  Honours  the  Bane  of  our  Jo^ps  : 
when  Beauty's  hlafted,  • 

Loue  IS  foon  ajhd ; 

Honour'' s  a  '^dejfing 
Out  lives  Bojfejftng  ; 

Th  Laurel  of  Fame  no  Thunder  dejlroys. 

Fly,  when,  [Ex//Arh* 

Jph. 
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Jph,  Perfuadc  the  Seas  in  Tempefts  to  be  calm  f 
Forbid  the  vernal  Flowers  to  blow—  their  Sweets 
To  fmell,  or  Seafons  to  regard  the  Sun  ! 

Such  is  the  Power  of  Iphis  to  recede ; 

To  change  is  the  Relief  of  luke-warm  Lovers  j 
None  can  be  happy,  but  who  dare  be  wretched  ! 
Fortune  may  ftarve,  but  never  change  my  Love. 

A  I  R  IX.  and  X. 

No,  no,  Heart! 

Indure  the  Smart ; 

Whatever  Tain 
Her  Eyes  ordain^ 

My  never-changing  Love  Jhall  hear. 

From  Charms  fo  fweet 
Theris  no  Retreat*, 

So  juft  her  Scorn, 

I  Jim  muft  hum, 

Tho*  doomed  to  fare  Befpair,  ^ 

What  th(f  her  colder  Eyes  may  grieve  tn0p 
This  Confolation  Jiill  I  find^ 

That,  from  my  Sorrows,  to  relieve  me. 

Kinder  Fancy  forms  her  kind. 

There,  difarm* d  of  coy  Difdain*, 

Her  yielding  Sighs  reward  my  Pain. 

Amyntas  returns. 

Jim.  Jphis,  difpel  thy  F  cars  Amyntas  is  ; 

With  Joy  return’d,  to  gratulate  thy  Love.^ 

Jph.  What  means  my  Friend  ? 

Eriter  Areas. 

Am. . Lord  Areas  will  inform  thee. 

Iph.  My  Father !  Proftrate  let  me  thus  revere  him.' 
Arc.  Arife,  my  Son!  recover  fo  thy  Heart, 

And  profecute  thy  Love  :  Thy  Friend  Amyntas, 
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By  my  App^jintment,  tempting  thy  Dedres, 

With  Aich  fair  Praifes  has  adorn’d  thy  T rutli. 

That  my  fond  Nature  «arns  t’ indulge  thy  Vows, 

And,  far  as  my  Paternal  Sandion  may. 

With  Honour  in  lanthe  to  complete  them. 

Jph*  O  Amynt^s !  Didlf-thou  thus  deceive  me 
Arc,  I  know  the  Treafures  of  her  Mind,  as  thou 
Her  Charms  ^  I  know  tiiat  Happinefs,  in  Love,  ^ 

Is  not  the  Gjft  of  Fortune,, or  ofBirtli. 

I  know  that  Honour  is  adorn’d  by  Virtue, 

That  Title  is,  without  it,  but  a  Name  .: 

Therefore  when  Virtue  prompts  thy  Heart  to  love  — 
For  worldly  View^s,  I  give  them  to  the  Air! 

Iph,  How  fh.ill  my  future  Life  deferve  this  Goodnefs! 
'O  Amyntas  /  I  breathe  again  !  and  my 
Pifcordant  Heart  refumes  its  Harmony. 


AIR  XL 


AwMy  away,  Defpair  ! 

Leave  me,  Fear, 

Pinim  Care  I 

Of  Hope  a  davjning  Light, 

Kmdly  bright, 

Ltfpels  my  former  Woes : 

Life  is  novo  foft  Repofe-: 

When  Fears  to  Love  Relief  deny. 

By  One  fubdu'd,  a  Thoufand  fly  : 
When  Hope  Is  once  in  Sight, 

All,  all  the  reft  is  all  Delight  / 


Arc.  To  give  thee,  Iphis,  ytt  a  farther  Hope 
JFgon,  her  Father,  knowing  my  Confent 
Had  ratify’ d  thy  Love,  with  Joy  receiv’d 
The  News,  and  warn’d  of  her  Conquefl. 
This  Moment  he  prepares  her  for  thy  Wiriie"', 
And  brings  her,  blu filing,  to  rec  ive  thy  Vows 
Iph^  O  fv/eet  Relief!  O  uiiexpecled  Joy! 


Arc. 
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Arc.  Now,  good  Amyntasy  have  I  kept  my  Word  J 
Am.  And  doubly  have  rewarded  my  Obedience. 
And  yet,  alas,  I  fear.  Now  I  may  fpeak. 

My  Heart  retreats,  and  trembles  to  be  heard. 

Arc.  W ho  fears  t’  offend”,  takes  the  firfl  Step  to  pieafe. 
Jfh,  But  I  in  fuch  high  Nature  have  offended  — 
Arc.  Where  the  Offence  is  Love,  the  coldeft  Maid 
Seldom  exaefs  Repentance —  fee  fhe  comes  I 
By  her  fond  Father’s  Hand  conduced—  chear  thy  Heart* 

EnUr  iFgon  leading  lanthe,  njjho  ftands  fome  Time 
Jilent :  Iphis  kneeling  at  a  Diftance^ 

A  I  R  XII. 

A  lovely  Nymph  and  S^ivain, 

Ait  once  adorned  the  Plain, 

Tor  n.vhcm  the  reft,  in  vain. 

In  Love  vetre  fighing. 

No  Lafs,  who  faw  the  Youth, 

But  found  her  Heart  in  footh 
All  over  Flame  and  Truth, 

And  for  him  dpng. 

But  oh  !  the  Boy 
To  all  was  coy. 

For  he  hut  one  defir'* d ; 

The  Nymph  hy  all  admiftd 
Made  him  fur  render. 

The  dainty  Nymph,  it  feems. 

Was  farther  in  E streams ; 

For  thd*,  ^tis  true. 

She  could  fuhdue 
The  Heart  of  every  ^wain : 

Yet  all  purfu*d  in  vain ; 

None!  .none  could  h end  her. 

Look  there,  my  Darling  -  -  -  -  - 

- - -  Fair  la7ithe  /  ' 

Turn  thy  kinder  Eye  -  -  -  -  - 
A}n. . O  knd  thy  p  yiiigEar. 

Ian. 
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Ian.  Methinks  I  ftand,  like  a  poor  hunted  Deer 
Within  the  Toil,  by  lifted  Spears  furroimded. 

What  is  my  Crime  ?  Why  am  1  here  the  Point 
Of  publick  Gaze,  the  Mark  of  chiding  Eyes, 

And  general  Reproach  )  Whom  have  I  wrong’d  ? 
Not  Iphis  fure!  iinlefs  my  Friendihip  was  injurious; 
That  once  betray’d,  could  I  do  lefs  than  end  it? 

H  is  Crinae  (Oh  that  my  Memory  could  lole  it  I) 

1  fooner  fliall  forget  than  dare  to  pardon. 

Iph,  lanthe,  oh  my  Heart  pines  after  thee! 

By  all  our  playful  Hours  of  Infant  Life, 

Which  almoft  Arm  in  Arm,  our  Innocence 
Delighted,  and  delighting  has  enjoy’d  5 
By  thefe  my  confcious  Pangs  of  Friendfhip  loiI:-“— 
Ian,  Thou  hail  defil’d  it,  Iphis,  by  Deceit ! 

Iph,  O  yet  reflore,  redo  re  me  to  my  felf  5 
Forgive,  and  call  me  to  thy  Friendfhip  Home  ! 
la^i,  ’Twas  once  my  Pride  !  remember’d,  ’tis  my 
Shame. 

Iph,  Alas,  our  Friendfliip  was  the  Bloom  of  Love! 
And  Love  the  Promife  of  the  Tree  perform’d. 

Is  then  the  Fruit  lefs  pleaung  than  the  Flower^ 

Ian,  Y es,—  the  white  Hawthorn  in  itsBIoom  is  fragrant. 
Its  Fruit  negledled,  or  the  Food  of  Herds. 

Iph,  O  yetforgive  !  and  never  fhall ungovern’d  Love, 
In  confcious  Word  or  Look,  offend  thy  Yirtue.  ftunej 
Ian,  That  thou  had  wrong’d  me  Once  is  niyMisfor- 
If  I  am  Twdce  deceiv’d,  the  Guilt  be  mine,  [Going, 
JEg,  Ian  the,  flay  —  [She  returns, 

Iph,  -  -  -  -  Are  the/e,  Amyntas,  my 
Deluded  Hopes  \  [Herlfes,  and  leans  on  Amy  n. 

-  --  --  No,  I  compel  thee  not. 

Thy  Heart  fhall  ever,  in  thy  Love,  be  free. 

Ian,  Thus  let  my  bending  Knee  be  thankful! 

Say  but  my  Heart  is  free!  I  ask  no  more. 

JEg,  Free  as  thy  Bofom-Thought  — 

. -Yes,  fair  lanthe, 
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Hov/e’^r  my  partial  Fondnefs  may  regard 
h  Son  diftreft,  I  ftill  efteem  thy  Virtue  5 
"Nor,  with  thy  Father’s  Power,  would  thwart  thy  Willi 
If  thou  art  injur’d,  right  thy  Maiden  Wrongs  5 
If  Love  wants  Motives  to  compofe  thy  Breaft, 

The  Voice  of  Power,  or  IntTeft,  fliall  be  neuter. 
And  leave  thee  free  to  pardon,  or  re  feat. 

Jan,  If  I  were  capable  of  hating  If  hls, 

This  -Goodnefs  might  remove  it!  No,  my  Lord, 

1  am  not  yet  fo  blinded  by  Refcntment, 

But  that  I  can  allow  his  Virtue  hill 

Diffufive  to  the  World :  Why  then  am  I 

J)i ft ingui fil’d  by  Offence  \  With  Grief  I  fpeak  it. 

Why  are  thpfe  Virtues  only  blameable 

T o  me  ? — 

ifh,  —  Couldft  thou  behold  thy  Lyes,  Janthe, 
‘Thy  chiding  Wonder  of  my  Crime  might  ceafe. 

Ian,  Admit  thy  iil-plac’d  Flattery  were  true. 

Is  that  Excufe  for  Fraud,  and  injur’d  Kindiiefs  ? 
for  violated  Faith,  and  fenfual  Infult? 

ifh.  How  can  the  Guilt  of  If  his  taint  lanthef 
Ian.  O  weak  Reply  !  ’tis  not  enough  that  Maids 
Are  innocent ;  they  mufl:  be  thought  fo  top. 

Amd  fhe,  whofe  viplated  Modefty 
Forgives,  refents  with  a  diffembled  Anger. 

AIR  XIIL 

-  No,  no,  to  pardon,  were  hut  approving 
Ml  that  the  Guilt  of  Love  has  done. 

Hearts  that  overlook  Offences  in  loving. 

To  their  own  Ruin  blindly  run, 

No,  no,  tj)  pardon,  &c. 

virtue  relenting 
At  humble  Repenting, 

Is  hut  inviting  Ojfence  to  go 
No,  p?,  to  pardon, 
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She  that  difpenfes 
fV'ith  firfl  offences, 

£ut  f?iakes  with  Delight  the  Cri?e?e  all  her  own* 

No,  no,  to  pardon,  &c. 

Jph»  Lions  and  Tigers  might  be'  fooner  tani’d^- 
Thnn  One  obdurate  Maid  I  Som^  pitying  God 
Look  down^  diiTolve  her  frozen  Heart,  relieve 
A  Lover’s  Pain,  and  give  her  Eyes  Compailipn^ 

A  I  R  XIV. 

Cupid  !  Intreat  her. 

Relent lefs  Creature  ! 

Mufi  I  flighted  y  ield  my  Breath  ^ 

No. 

Have  I  Leave  to  love  you  ? 

No. 

Can  my  Ruin  meve  you  f 
No\ 

In  Pity,  give  fne  Life  or  Dea^d 
No,  no,  no,  no.  *  , 

0  painful  Station  ! 

Hard^ fated  Faffion! 

Can  Youth  and  Beauty  Nature  defy  ? 

If  Met!  have  Right  to  love.  Maids  ha  ve  to 
Cupid  I  entreat  her,,  6cc. 

\l^h{s  turning  from  Tanthe  dijeHed,  leans  agalnft  a' 
Tree,  whde  Amyntas  feems  to  talk  to  her  apart. 

'Arc,  I  fear  me,  JEgoji,  we  have  gone  too  far! 

1  ant  he  feems  to  triumph  in  the  Power 
W  e  gave,  and  ftrains  it  to  a  Cruelty.  [turn  ^ 

^g.  Give  Nature  Time!  This  Tide  of  Pow’r  may 
Virgins  grow  feldom  old  in  Cruelty. 

Their  Tyranny  is  but  a  poor,  fhort-liv’d  Flow’ll*  5 
With  Pride  it  blooms,  but  fooner  fades  than  Beauty^ 
Am.  ’Tistrue,  lanthe,  thou  art  free  to  chufe; 

But  fometbing  feems  to  that  Indulgence  due:- 


Ian. 

Iph. 

Ian. 

Iph. 

Ian. 

Iph.. 

Ian. 

Iph. 


Ian; 

Iph. 
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Thou  feed  the  generous  Areas y  and  thy  Tather, 
Though  they  impofe  not,  recommend  at  lead, 
in  their  Silence^  chide  thy  Coldnefs. 

Ian,  Leave  me  to  paiife—  Virtue!  to  thee,  thusfar^ 
Implicit  have  I  paid  Obedience!  Now 
Support  and  cover  with  thy  Wings  my  Weaknefs. 

Am,  If  ever,  Jphisy  now  refume  thy  Caufe. 

Jph,  lanthe!  tho’  nij  Fault  confefs’d  defpairs 
Of  Pardon,  let  me  hope  my  Punidiment 
At  lead  extends  not  to  thy  rooted  Hate ! 

Divide,  if  poflible,  the  Lover  from 
TheTriend;  and  to  remember,  that  I,  once. 

Was  unoffending  —  wear  this  Trifle. 

[  offering  his  Crooh 

Ian,  Accepted  Prefents,  Iphis^  are  for  Hearts 
In  Amity,  and  therefore  fuit  not  me  : 

Yet  fince,  1  find,  the  general  Wifti  attends  thee; 
in  Proof,  at  lead,  that'  I  fufpend  Refentment, 

One  Gift  I  will  receive,  and  only  One.  [me  ! 

Jph.  O  ]  .quick  pronounce  thy  Pleafilre,  ahd  relieve 
Jan.  Relieve  thy  felf^  on  thee  Relief  depends  I 
N9W,  if  thou  cand,  divine  thy  Life  to  come, 

Foi;thus  our  Goddefs  has  refolv’d  thy  Doom! 

Arc,  JEgon,  Am^ntasy  hear 

Jph,  -  -  . . My  Soul  attends  thee ! 

Jan.  Know  then,  impatient  to  redrefs  my  V/rongs, 
this  Morn 

Before  the  holy  Shrine  of  chade  Uiana 
I  prodrate  threw  me,  and  implor’d  her  Aid  : 

The  Goddefs  fmil’d  propitious  to  my  Pray ’rs, 

'And  to  refent  the  Stains  oiJphis''  Love, 

Thefe  Words  her  facred  Oracle  pronounc’d  : 


That  which  He  cannot  have,  fiiall  Iphis  give; 

That,  which  Thou  cand  not  give,  or  He  defire : 
That  which  He  mud  not  have,  mud  Thou  receive, 

•*'  That !  that’s  the  Right  thy  prefent  Wrongs  require. 
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'Iph.  What  "jangling  Paradoxes  rack  my  Brain! 

Arc.  Can  Love  thro’  Riddles  only  reach  ^ 

their  Hearts  r  V  Afde. 

When  I  waf  young,  I  always  found  it  fo.  3 
lAn,  ’Till  this  from  Iphis  She  receive, 

Innthe  never  Qnil  forgive'. 

When  Jphis  plain  this  Riddle  reads, 

.  Then  to  his  Wifn  his  Love  fucceeds. 

Now  turn  thee,  Jphis,  to  thy  Art. 

Mean  while,  like  friends  compell’d,  we  part,- 

2th,  Q'^ciiphis  from  lantke  By? 

If,n.  Will  Iphh,  what  fne  asks,  deny  ? 

AIR  XV. 

Iph.  Thus  the  plaintive  ExiU 

Docnd d  to  leave  his  native  Sh^re. 

'Ian.  Thus  the  chearfal  Merchant  tries 

• _  ^ 

Seas  and  PFmds^  for  golden  Ca>\ 

Wlytdt^  and  Seis,  voith  gentle  Gales, 

Sometimes  vjaft  us  fo  Repofe-, 

But  the  banlfidd  Lover  falls, 

JVreck'd  vAth  every  Wind  that  blazvs. 
laM;  Danger  pafi  delights  the  Mind  5 

Life,  if  always  calm,  weuldjcloy  j 
In  our  proudefi  Hours,  we  find, 

Snveet  Relief  is  all  our  Joy% 

Both.  Sweet  Relief,  6c  c. 

Iph.  Death  and  Abfence  are  the  fame* 

Ian.  Abfence  tries  a  conftant  Flame. 

Iph.  Csnftant  Love  jhotild  find  Reward*- 
lan.  Love  fijould  all  Commands  regard. 

Iph.  Truth  and  Love  fo^mtimes  perfuada 
Ian.  Love  and  Fate  will  be  obey'd, 

[All  hut  I  an  the  go  off-' 
B  4.  lan»- 
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Un.  ’Tis  done!  his  tender  Paffion  is  reveal’d.. 

What  I  endure  lies  here,  a  Load  conceal’d. 

Call  not  for  Pity,  of  thy  Paint 
Unlefs  thy  Thoughts  conceiv’d  what  mine  fuftaiij. 
,i,ly  Love,  by  Pride  fupprefs’d,  was  harder  born 
Than  all  thy  Anguilh  from  Xanthe\  Scorn. 

Unequal,  Nature,  are  thy  Laws  ordain’d  ! 

By  thee  we’re  taught  to  love,  by  thee  reftrain’d  : 
While  lordly  Man  no  fooner  feels  thy  Fire, 

Than  he,  unblam’d,  avows  the  foft  Defire, 

Melts  with  complaining  Sighs  our  Hearts  away. 

Till  what,  with  Pain,  we  hide,  our  confcious  Eyes  betray.. 


ACT  II,  SCENE  I. 

A  K  C  A  S  and  JE  G  O 

Arc,  Mgon  !  how  fliall  I  requite  thy  Love  ^ 
Much  ^ox Amyntas^  Virtue  rs  thy  Due;: 
But  for  lantke  more !  A  Female  Mind, 

So  greatly  rais’d  above  her  humble  Fortune, 

So  juftly  jealous  of  her  Maiden  Fame, 

So  warm,  yet  graceful,  in  her  firm  Refentmentr 
So  fearful  to  forgive,  fo  fweetly  loth 
To  punifh  where  paternal  Pity  pleaded! 

A  Heart  fo  finifh’d  in  the  Mold  of  Virtue 
Raifes  my  Wonder  high  as  my  Content! 

Thefe,  jEgoriy  thefe  are  Bleflings,  from  thy  Care 
Deriv’d,  Areas  never  can  repay^ 

AEg,  Has  not  your  equal  Care  of  my  PaJIcra 
More  than  repaid  the  Debt  of  your  lanthef 
Apd  does  not  Iphls  balance  your  Amyntas  f 
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Talk  not  of  Obligations  then,  unlefs 

You  would  inquire^  what  J^gon  owth  ^ 

Arc.  Let  them  be  mutual  then  ;  what  v  i' g  " 
Is*  always  fo  :  When  Friends,  on  Friends,- confer, 

•  Y’o  give  or  to  receive,  is  equal  Pleafure.  • 

Now  tell  me,  Mgo'is  fpeak  thy  real  Thoughts,^ 

What  mull  we  judge  of  cold  la'^the  s  CondiUt 
j£g^  That  Education  has  adifted  Nature> 

And  giv’n  her  Prudence  to  conceal  her  LoveV 

Arc,  Her  Love  !  why  was  the  Riddle  then  impos^I?^ 
For,  if  fhe  loves,  her  Hopes  are  there  in  Hazard  i 
If  Ifhis  never  fhould  have  Skill  to  folvc  it>' 

On'her  own  Heart  her  Cruelty  recoils.- 

JEg,  Tis  true :  but  Nature  is,  in  female  Hearth' 

So  fhy,  they  fometimes  will  endure  more  Pain 
To  hide,  than  to  accomplifli  their  Defires. 

But  here,,  alas  1  the  Danger’^s  foon-  remoy  d,- 
’Tis  but  her  whifpering  Tome  Bofom-Friend,- 
Who  kindly  may  betray  the  Tfuil  to  Iphis.  • 

Arc,  Suppofe  fhe  never  make  that  Truft!  -  • 

_ -  Know  then. 

That'l,  my  felf,  already  hare  unty’d  if. 

Arc,  Tis  more  than  1  can  reach,-  explain  it'---' 

JEg. . .  No. 

Your  Heart’s  too  tender  to  conceal  it  long. 

You,  on  the  firfl  Diilrefs  of  Iphis,  would  alLft  him.^ 

Arc,  'A  ell !  take'  thy  own  Courfe,-  till  -proper 
demand  itf.- 

Now,  JEgon,  turn  we  to  our  other  Care.  - 
PhilautHs^is-  this  Day  return’d  from  Corinth 
In  gorgeous  Pomp,  to  make  his  Conqueft  fure. 

The  Fame  he  tells  me,  of  my  Daughter’s  Charna^i, ' 
Have  drawn  him  from- the  Croud  of  Courtly  Beauties;- 
Whole  Rival  Hearts,  in  vain,  have  figh’d-to  hold  himy^ 
l3.y  his  Fortunes  tit  s  Feet, 

*  This  Froth  and  Vanity  muft  yield  usrSport.  - 

Art.  I  Jeav»  liis  Fellies,  Mgan,  to  thy  Charges  > 

5  s  Thjty 
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Thy  Jovial  Tongue  will  play  upon  his  Pride,  g  S 
And  better  found  the  Shallows  of  his  Heart,  yfeV  I 

Eut  1  muft,  as  befits  his  Birth,  receive  him: 

Nor,  for  his  Father’s  fake,  muft  flight  his  Weaknefs* 
Tajlcra  fhall  be  inform’d  of  his  Arrival  : 

Bring  thou  Am’^ntas  to  their  Interview  : 

Where,  when  he  fees,  in  form,  the  high  Thilautus 
By  my  own  Hand  prefented  to  Fafiora^ 

Then  fliall  we  prove,  how  far  his  fecret  Flame 
Can  bear  a  Rival,  or  deferve  a  Miflirefs, 

Firfl,  let  me  trefpafs  on  your  gentle  Patience  : 
This  Way  I  fee  old  Corydon  advancing: 

He  comes,  by  my  Appointment,  to  complain 
Of  feme  Abiife,  that’s  offer’d  to  his  Daughter  5 
And  hopes,  that  your  Authority  will  right  him. 
j^rc.  ’Tis  true  !  fomewhat  of  this  Paficra  told  me. 

^g.  He’s  here,  with  all  the  Parties,  to  attend  you. 

Enter  Corydon,  Phillida,  Cimon,  Mopfus,  Damon, 

and  other  Shepherds, 

Cor,  May  all  o'ur  Gods  prefer ve  themoble  Areas ^ 

Lord  of  our  Lands,  and  Flocks. — 

Arc.  ------  Good  Neighbours,  v/elcome ! 

What  feems  amifs,  that  may  .concern  your  Welfare  z 
Cor.  Ah  !  my  good  Lord,  I  have  no  Skill  to  fpeech  iT 
Put.  Grief  at  Heart  will  always  find  a  Tongue, 
fvy  Lord,  this  home-bred  Maid  1  call  my  Daughter,. 

She’s  all  I  have,  and  all  my  Hope  3  now  I 
V/culd  gladly  fee  her  well  difpos’d  in  Marriage,, 

And  that  fhe  might  not  die  a  Maid^  unask’d, 

I  have  declar’d  one  Half  of  v/hat  I  have 
Her  Dow’r,  in  prefent  ^  at  my  Death,  the  refl. 

’Tis  true>  ’tis  little;  but  fiill,  the  Half  is  Half! 

Nov/  here,  fa  pleafe  you,  I  have  found  her  out 
A  Pair  of  wdioieiome  Youths,  to  take  her  Choice  of? 
Brothers  they  be.  Sons  of  my  Neighbour 
This  is  call’d  Cimon;,  and  the  younger  Mopfus  I 
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Their  Mdkns,  and  Manners^  fuit  her  Breeding  well, 
And  both  profefs  their  Hearts  are  fet  upon  her. 

Cm*  Y es,  and  pleafe  you,  Both  cruelly  in  Love, 

{Ba'f  cryi'jg^. 

Cor.  Nay  pr’ythee,  Cmoriy  let  me  tell  my  Story, . 
Arc.  A  little  Patience,  Friend— 

-  --  --  --  -  Hoh  !  hoh!  hoh  !  hohl 
That  Fool  my  Brother’s  always  in  the  wrong! 

Cor.  Fy!  fy!  Mo^pAs  I  now  thou  art  worfe  than 
Axrc.  On  with  thy  Tale  — 

Cor.  -  --  --  -  Now,  Sir,  thefe  Lads,  I  fay,. 

Were  nothing  in  the  way  to  crofs  their  Courtfhip,. 
Might  one  or  t’other  make  her  a  good  Husband, 

But  here,  here,  an’t  pleafe  you,  lies  cur  Grief  j  - 
The  wilful  Girl  is  fcornful  to  them  both,- 
And  why  r  becaiife,  forfooth  !  fhe  loves  another!" 
But  how!  how  is  her  Love  difpos’d?  Why  thus  I 
This  pranking  gameforae  Boy,  this  Damon  here  ! 

With  Sengs,  and  Gambols,  has  I  think  bew’itch’d  hei?-^- 
His  Pipe,  it  feems,  has  play’d  her  fweeter  Sounds, 

And  all  the  idle  Day  they  toy  and  fing  together, 

Cim.  Ay  fo  they  do,  an’ t  pleafe  you — - 

Cor. - -  Nay,  nd.Yy  Cimon  ! 

Chn.  Well,  w’ell !  I've  done  ;  but  I’m  fare  it’s  true  tho’— 
Cor.  So  nothing  now  will  down  with  her  but  Damon, 
And  what  will  Damon  do  ?  Why,  ruin  h^r! 

The  Lamb  that’s  in  the  hungry  Fox’s  Mouth,c 
Has  little  Hope  to  fcape  being  made  his  Breakfad  r' 
For  he  declares  he  ne’er  intends  to  marry. 

And  openly  defies  my  Powder  to  force  him, 

A  hard  Defiance  to  a  tender  Father  !'  [Weep's^. 

Now,  good  my  Lord!  his  true  you’re  not  our  King,- 
And  therefore  none  are  bound,  by  Law,  t’  obey  you,. 
But  you’ve  a  dronger  Ty^  o’er  113,  our  Hearts. 

The  Man  w-re  branded  here,  that  fcorn’d  your  Pleafure  ;  - 
And  the  great  Good  you  do  us  every  Day, 

Vf ill  make  your  Word  go  farther,  thaxi- a  Law  s-^ 
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So  if  your  Pity  think  my  Cafe  is  hard, 

1  leave  the  Manner  how>  to  your  great  Wifdomj 
And  hope  your  Goodnefs  will  prevent  a  Father’s  Sorrow^ 
Arc.  O  Mgon!'  how  afFe^fing  is  the  Tongue 
Of  plain  Simplicity-  -The  honeft  Wretch  I 
He  moves  me  more  with  Nature’s  Eloquence, 

Than  all  the  Points  of  our  Athenian  Orators. 

Thy  Grief,  gooi  Ccrydon^,,  I  take  to  Heart, 

And,  to  my  poor  Extent  of  Power,  will  ferve  thee:;^ 
Tut  hear  we  now,  what  others  may  reply. 

Damony  thou’aft  heard  this  good  old  Man’s  Complaint  j 
Why  haft  thou  dallied  with  this  Mai  i’s  AfFedion  \ 
Dam,  My  Lord,  I  mean  the  Lafs  no  harm,  not  I  t 
’Tis  true,  I  like  her  Lip,  and  fo  I  do 
Some  twenty  others  ;  and  twenty  others  may 
Have  all  the  fame  Demand  to  marry  me! 

But,  ’las-a-day  I  tho’  Kifling  goes  by  Favour, 

A  Man  can’t  mai'fy  every  GiiThe  kifles! 

’U'ere  that  a  Claim,,  then  (he,  .that  firft:  was  kifs’d,- 
Should  firft  be  married  ^  fo  I  hope,  .my  Lord, 

1  lhall  not  bg  bound  to  do  One  right,,  in  wrong 
To  Hundreds,  that  fhould  come,  in  turn,.. before  her.. 

JEg.  Sirr-ah  !  thou  mak’ft  thy  Perjuries  a  Sport, 
Aud  tbink’ft  thy  Wit  excufes  Wickednefs. 

Vam,  Not  fo  hard,  good  Mafterj  for  Maids  fometimes- 
Are  nippgry  Bits,  as  well  as  we  j  and  he 
That  has  but  one  poor  String  to  his  Bow,  if  that 
Should  fty,  will  find  but  forty  Sport  a  fhooting., 

Knave!  thou’rta  Nulance^  all  thy  Neighbours 
note  thee 

For  a  poacher  r  When  Nuts  are  ripe,  he  cracks 
You  half. the  Apon-ftiings  around  the  Country. 

^rc.  Gently,  let  us  fufpend  Reproof, 

That  we  may  hear,  without  Difguife,  his  Thoughts. 
Well  w^hat  Amends  to  Cory  don? 

What  fhall  I  fay  Thave  done  to  right  his  Daughter' 
Dam,Why  let  the  Damfel  pieafe  her  felf,  my  Lordf, 

If 
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If  fhe^s  difpos’d  to  marry,  there’s  her  Choice. 

If  to  make  Life  a  Frolick— -Here’s  her  Man. 

There’s  no  great  Hardfhipj  where  the  Will  is  free  v 
As  file  muft  firft  confent,-  before  fhe  kifTes^ 

I  hope  Qie’ll  firft  have  mine,  before  I  marry. 

For  though  fome  Men  have  hang!d  themfelves  for 
Yet,  I  have  known  my  Betters  think  a  Wife  [Maids, 
The  worft  of  Halters  j  fo  whate’er  betide  me, 

I  hope,  you  won’t  make  Marriage,  Sir,  my  Sentence! 
Arc,  Think’ft  thou  a  virtuous  Bride,  a  Punifliment? 
A  Halter  made  of  Silk’s  a  Halter  ftiil. 

And  as  the  Song  ^wifely  fays,  my  Lord,*. 

AT  R  L. 

The  Man^  for  Life^ 

That  takes  a  W'ifcr> 

Is'like  a  thoufand  difmal  Things : 

A  I  ox  in.  Trap, 

Or  worje,  mayhap  ; 

An  0^1,  in  Cage,  that  never  fings. 

Dull,  from  Mom  to  Night 
He  hates  her  Sight, 

Ttt  he,  poor  S oul  i  mufi  endure  tK . 
hed  of  Thorns  ! 

Head  of  Horns  ! 

Such  a  LVe  ! 

Ropt^,  or  Knife," 

Can  only  cure  it^ 

IL- 

A  Bull  at- Stake,. 

To  merry  make. 

He  roars  a'.oud,  and  the  Laugh  ^is  0rong  !  ' 

Like  Dog,  and  Caty 
Or  Fufs,  and  Rat,  . 

Hi  fights  for  Life,  and  it  hjis  as  long? 
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But  tht  Man  that^s  free. 

Is  like  the  Bee, 

while  ever^  Blower  h^s  tafting,. 

Never  cloys. 

With  his  Joys  : 

Day,  or  Nighty 
New  Delight 
Is  only  lajiing. 

Cor,  You  fee,  Sir^  I  have  not  accus’d  him  falflyj 
He  owns  himfelf  more  wicked,  than  I  fpoke  him; 

Jrc,  ’Tis  true,  as  fuch  we  lliall  confider  him. 
Well,  my  good  Priends,  I  hope  v/hat  you  propofe 

[To  Cim.  and  Mop; 

Will  fhew  your  Hearts  are  of  an  honeft  Mold; 

There  (lands  the  Maid  5  if  you  have  ought  to  urge,- 
That  may  prefer  your  Hopes  to  Datnon^^ 

Take  this  Occafion  to  avow  your  Love: 

You  have  her  Father  s  Wifh,  and  my  Protection. 

dm.  Ah !  Sir,  an’  like  you,  I  ’have  no  Heart  to  fpeak  ; 
She  flouts,  and  glowts,  at  me,  from  Morn  to  Night,- 
She  how  (he  looks  now!  ’caufe  fhe  can’t  avoid  irae. 
Arc,  Take  Courage,  Man,  ’tis  but  her  Maiden 
Shynefs. 

Cim,  D’ye  think  fo^  Sir  Why  then  I  wijl  take  Heart  * 
If  an  old  Song  will  do  the  Thing,  hav-e  at  her. 

AIR  11.: 


ih^r^s  not  a  Swain,, 

Qn  the  Vlain, 

Would  be  hlefi  as  J, 

O  could  you  hut,  could  you  but,-  on  me  Jmili : 

But  you  apj^ear 
S&-  fevere, 

That  trembling  with  Tear\ 

Mj  Hea,rt  goes  pita  ^at !  pit  a  pat !  all  the  while T 
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whin  i  cry, 

Mufi  1  die  ? 

Tou  make  no  Reply, 

Rut  look  Jhy^ 

And  vpith  a  f cornful  Eye, 

Kill  me  with  your  Cruelty : 

Bow  can  you  be,  can  you  be. 
Bow  can  you  be,  fo  hard  to  me^ 


Ah  !  poor  Qimon,  thou  art  ne’el*  the  hearer ! 

Not  all  thy  Sighs,  nor  Songs,  nor  Sobs  can  move  her ! 

{prying^ 

Cor,  You  fee,  my  Lord^  the  Lad  tho’  fearful,  in 
H  is  Heart  is  honefily  difpos'd  however. 

Arc,  Perhaps  fhe  may  be  more  inclin’d  to  Alopfus. 
JEg,  Come,  Mopfuf,  now  for  thee,  thy  Heart  feems 
cheerful. 

Alop^  Ay !  ’twas  always  fo  :  I  love  to  laugh. 

Let  things  go  how  they  will:  why  let  her  frown! 

As  long  as  Cimori!^  tisM  as  ill  as  I, 

It  gives  one’s  Mind  a  little  Eafe  however! 

Happen  as  ’twill,  I  fhall  have  him  to  laugh  at  !  • 

So,  as  he’s  for  finging  an  old  Song’fadiy, 

*Twill  be  but  fad,  to  try  new  one  merrily. 


'AIR  III,  - 

^j^’^;t'Phillida  m'liks  her  Cow,. 

Bow  hazie  I  flood  fmirking  I 
oh!  the  pretty  Stream  would  flow, 
with  a  Jerk,  and  a  Jerk  hi  ! 

Jhy  vjhiter  Bofom  too  fo  heav'd. 

Half  out,  and  half  in  ! 

Jhat  of  my  Breath  I  was  bereaved. 

With  a  Fit  of  Laughing  ! 

I  could  not  hold  from  iau—ghing  ! 

Half  out,  and  half  in  I 

Ohf: 


V*' 
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oh  !  to  fee  them  fall,  and  rife^ 
I  laugh' di  tin  1  lofi  my  Eyes: 

Half  outy  and  haf  in  / 

And  it  was  the  purefi  Sights 
E'er  gave  Delight , 

From  Morn  to  Night, 

I  could  ha'  died,  with  laughing. 
With  laugh — ing. 


Mg.  Well  faldj  Mopfus  /  Thou  fing’ft  it  from  tb^ 
And  ’tis  a  merry  one— —  [Hcarr;^ 

^op,  -  -  -  -  -  -  Better  than:  crying. 

Cor.  Ah !  Sir,  we  poorSwains  have  buthomely  Words, 
Tofpeak  oiir  Minds;  but  what  we  fay,  we  ftand  to. 

Arc.  An  honeflr  Principle  :  Now,  my  good  Friend  ; 
Eet  us  inquire  into  thy  Daughter’s  Hearts 

For  that  muil  guide  us - 

Cor.  ------  Phillida,  come  near ! 

Arc.WeWy  my  fair  Maid  !  is  there; within  my  Power, 
Ought,  that  may  contribute’ ro  thy'Happinefs  J 
OPall  thefe  Youths,  for  thou  are  free  to  chufe, 

Which  is  the’  Swain  comes  nearefl:  to  thy  Heart? 

Phill.  Since  I"am  forc’d  to  fpeak  the  Truth,  my 
I  own  my  Heart  has  play’d  a  fimple  Game  ;  [Lord; 

I  know  my  Father’s  Kindnefs  means  me  well/ 

And  J  could  wiOi  I  had  the  Power  to  pleafe  him; 

But  I  am  loth  to  1  'ad  a  Savage  Life  : 

And  fure!  thefe  Lads  were  wotfui  Compamy. 

Cm,  O  fcornful  Maid  !  my  Heart  will  bur  11:  with 
Grief !  [Cries. 

Mop,  -Hoh!  hohi  poor  Cimon's  in  a  bitter  taking ! 

[Laugh  So 


Phill.  ’Twere  hard  to  c’hufe>  from  fuch  Extreams  of 
Damon,  with  aM  his  Infidelities,  ^  [Folly! 

Seems  not  to  me,  Sir,\half  fo  terrible! 

And  I  am  more,  than  much  afraid,  I  love  him! 
^Tistru©;  I  know  him  ^fickle,,  falfe,-  andTaithkfs  / 
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And  I  have  try’d  a  thoufand,  thoufand  timeJj 
To  fhut  him  from  my  Thoughts,  but  ’twill  not  do ! 
When  e’er  my  Heart  is  open,  in  he  comes! 

Again  fubmits,  and  is  again  forgiven! 

A^a’n  1  love,  and  am  a2;aiii  forfaken ! 

Yet  ftill  he  fools  me  on ;  and  when  he’s  aDfent,. 

With  Sigh,  and  Songs,  I  thus  relfeve-  my  Folly* 

AIR  IV. 


what  Woman  could  do,  I  have  d,  to  he  free  v 
Yet  do  all  I  can, 

1  find  I  love  him,  and  thd^'  he  flies  me, 

Stiil,  ft  ill  he^'s  the  Man; 

7 hey  tell  me,  at  once,  he  to  twenty  wHl  /wear  : 
When  Vows  are  fofvjeet,  who  the  Falft70od  can  fear  f 
So,  when  you  have  faid  all  you  can,. 

Still— -ftili  he  s  the  Man, 

IL 


1  caught  him-  once  making  Love  to  a  Maid, 

When  to  him  I  ran. 

He  turrVd,  and  he  kifVd  me,  then- who  cmld  ufbrai^ 
So  civil  a  Man  ? 

7he  next  Day  I  found  to  a  Third  he  was  kind^ 

1  rated  him  foundly,  he  fvjore,  1  ivas  blind  y, 

SO)  let  me  do  what  I  can. 

Still— ftill  he's  the  Man, 


III. 


ylli  the  World  bids  me  iewa^e  of  his  Art : 

I  do  what  1  Can; 

But  he  has  taken  fueh  hold  of  my  Hearty 
I  doubt  he's  the  Man! 

So  fweet  are  his  Kijfes,  his  Looks  are  fo  kind,- 
Me  ?nay  have  his  Faults^  but  if  I  none  can  find. 
Who  can  do  more  than  they  can  f 
He-^'ftill  is  the  Man. 
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Arc,  TaVe  Gcmforf,.  Corydon^  all  yet  may  mc:id 
Thy  Daughter’s  frank  Confeffion  of  her  Love 
Perfliades  me  of  her  guarded  Innocence! 

And  though  licentious  Damon  may  deferve 

Severe  Reproof  5  yet  for  the  Maiden’s  fake  * 

(For  what  he  fuffersj  her  fond  Heart  will  feel) 

We  will  not  harden  him,  by  Punifhment, 

Bat  rather  tempt  him,  by  Reward,  to  Virtue. 

Of  this  bad  Matter  make  we  then  the  beil. 

If  therefore,  Damon,  thou,  or  any  Swain, 

By  Suit,  or  Service  of  his  Love,  can  woe. 

And  win  this  gentle  Maid,  to  be  his  Bride, 

The  Dow’r,  which  her  kind  Father  has  declar’d^ 

My  felf  will  double,  on  her  Marriage-day, 

And  give  him,  with  her  Hand,  my  farther  Favour. 

Coi\  May  all  the  Gods  preferve  the  bounteous  Areas  I 
A  double  Portion!  Kow,  my  honed  Lads, • 

There’s  brave  Encouragement  to  warm  your  Hearts  ? 
Now  fhew  your  Skilh,  and  who’s  the  feateft  Fellow! 
Now  ling,'  and  dance  her  down  to  your  Defires  I 
Now,  Phillida,  let  faithlefs  Damon  {ee 
What  Love,  and  Horiefty  have  gain’d,  by  Truth  5 
And  what  his  Pranks  have  loil  by  Wickednefs, 

PhilL  Dilhonefty  fhall  never  gain  on  me. 

Mop,  A  double  Dowry,  Cimony  now’s  our  Time! 
dm.  Ay,  but  I’m  tender-hearted  j  my  poor  Hopes 
Will  never  blolTom,  while  fhe  looks  fo  frofty ! 

Cor.  Learn  of  thy  Brother,  Lad ;  thou  feeft  he  knows 
No  Fear,  nor  Griefs  Up  with  thy  Heart,  and  at  her^ 
Cm,  Well  then.  Cnee  you  encourage  me,  I  will. 
Cor,  Well  faid,  my  Boy  !  Ah  f  this  joyful  Day 
Has  fet  my  Heart  upon  the  merry  Pin! 

When  I  was  young,  ’tvvas  thus  I  play’d  the  Sweet¬ 
heart. 


A  I  R 
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.AIR  V. 

When  I  fcllotp'd  a  Lafs,  that  was  froward,  and  JJjy, 
O  !  1  finch  to  her  Stnjf,  till  I  made  her  comply  / 

0/7  tovk  her  fo  lovingly  round  the  Wnifi, 

And  I  f muck'd  her  Lip:^  and  I  held  her  fafi! 

When' hiigg d^  and  hail'd^ 

She  /queal'd,  and  /quail'd  5 
A nd  tho  fioe  vow'd,  all  I  did  was  in  vain  ! 

Tet  I  pleas'd  her  fo  wellj  that  Jhe  bore  it  again  / 

Tet  1  pleas'd^  6c c. 

Then  heity  toity  !  '' 

IVhiskmgy  friskmg. 

Green  was  her  Gown  upon  the  Grafs !  ^ 

O  !  fuch  was  the  Joy  of  our  dancing  Days ! 

O  !  fuch  was  the  Joy  of  our  dancing  Days  / 

Arc,  Well  done,  my  merry  Heart!  C6nie,  Co^ydon, 
Kow  let  us  leave  thefe  Lovers  free  to  woCr 
And  he  that  firft  fubduing,.  and  fubdiied,  '  . 

Comes  Hand  in  Hand,  to  ask  her  Bridal  Dotv’r,. 

In  farther  Token  of  my  Love,  my  felf 

•  r 

Will  crowm  him  with  a  Chaplet,  worth  his  Wearing. 
^g.  Now  for  the  Garland  !  — 

Mop,  ------  Live  the  noble  Areas  / 

Arc,  AEgon!  bring  thou  Amyntas  to  the  Grove 
Of  Citrons,  there  Pafiora  fhall  receive 
philautus,  [_Ex,  Areas  and  iLgon  feverallj^ 

Cor,  -  -  Let  me  but  live  to  fee  that  Knave, 

That  crraczlefs  Damon  bobb’d  !  let  him  but  wear 

O 

The  U  illow  I  I’ll  jump  into  my  Grave, 

With  Joy  -  -  -  -  [Exit  Cor, 

Dam,  -  -  -  So  !  now  have  I  probably 
All  my  whole  Work  to  do  over  again! 

This  double  Dow’r,  no  doubt,  will  turn  her  Brain, 

And  fet  the  Wind-mill  of  her  Sex  a  going. 
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Mop,  Now!  C'lmon,  now! 

Cm,  -  -  -  -  I’d  rather  you’d  fpeak  firH, 
Mop,  No,  you  are  the  Elder-^— 

C\m,  -----  But  my  Heart  mifgives  me. 


Phill.  Still  fi'Ient !  no  kind  Offer  yet  from  Damon  / 
Has  Fortune  no  Effedl  upon  his  Heart  >  [jifido. 

Cm,  No,  no,  I  t.ll  you,  I  fhall  never  hit 
The  Tune  alone--— 

Mop.  .  •  .  ^  .  Well  then^  be  furc  you  back  m«, 

AIR  VI. 

Tell  me ^  Philly,  telltne  roundly , 

When  you  will  your  Heart  furrender  ? 

Cim,  'Faith,  and  Troth  /  1  love  thee  woundLy^ 

And  I  was  the  firfl  Frttendtr^ 

Mop.  Of  us  Boys, 

Cim,  Take  thy  choice  i 

Mop.  Here's  a  Heart - 

Cim  -  -  -  -  And  here's  a  Hand  too. 

Mop.  His,  or  mine, 

Cim.  All  is  thine, 

JBoth.  ~  Body  and  Goods  at  thy  Command 

PBU,  How  harfh  and  tedious  is  the  Voice 
Of  Love,  from  any  but  the  Voice  deffr’d  t 

AIR  VII. 

While  you  both  pretend  a  Bajpen, 

"'Tvoould  he  cruel  to  chufe  either'. 

To  preferve  your  Inclination, 

I  mufl  kindly  fix  on  neither* 

To  he  juft, 

I  novj  mufl 

Make  yours,  and  yours  he  equal  Cafes : 

Therefore  pray, 

From  this  Day, 

I  never  may  behold 'your  paces. 
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Now  be  filent  j  if  Damon  is  inclin’d 
To  fpeak,  his  Turn  is  next,  you've  had  your  AnfweA:, 
Mop,  Well!  let  him  fpeak  !  mayhap  your  Face 
May  get  as  little  good  from  him,  as  ours 
From  you  5  ’tisn’t  every  Man  will  marry  you; 

Don’t  cry,  Cimon  5  it  only  makes  her  prouder. 
dm.  She  has  given  me  fuch  a  Kick  o’  the  Hearty 

I  fhall  never  recover  it . - 

PhilL - Hark  tkee,  Cimon! 

I  like  thee  .better  than  thy  Brother  far. 

dm.  O!  the  Gracious!  do  you  truly,  and  truly  > 
Thai.  I’ll  give  thee  Proof  this  Inflant !  take  him  hence, 
And  keep  him  from  my  Sigkt,  an  Hour  at  leaft. 

And  when  thou  feeft  me  next,  come  thou  without  him. 
dm.  Give  me  thy  Hand  on’t — 

ThilU  - Hulk  !  not  now,  they’ll  fee  us. 

Away  with  him — 

dm.  A  Word’s  enough— I’ll  do’t. 

Come,  Mopfusy  come  away— for  1  have  a  thing. 

And  fuch  a  thing  to  tell  thee.  Boy . 

Mop. . What  ails 

The  Fool!  Thou’ rt  mad!  / 

dm.  —Mad !  Ay,  and  fo  would  you 
Be  too,  were  my  Cafe  yours;  but  come  away. 

Mop.  Nay,  not  fo  faft,  good  dmon — 

C/w.-Fafler,  Uop^usy  fafter.  [Cimon  hurrm  Mopfus. 
Dam.  My  charming  Creature!  this  was  kindly  done ! 
Never  was  Favour,  to  a  Fool,  fo  well 
Diflembled! - 

PhilL  —  Y tsy  I  havelearn’d,  from  you,  Diffembling. 
And  you’ll  again  dilfemble,  to  reward  me. 

Dam.Why  fo  fufpicious,  Phillida?  Don’t  I  love  thee  ? 
Why  all  this  Buftle,  at  my  Heart,  when  thus 
I  touch  thy  Hand,  or  gaze  upon  thy  Eyes! 

Give  me  thy  Lips,  and  fee  how  thou’rt  miHaken, 
Phill.  No,  Damon;  Lips  are  but  liquorifn  Proofs 
Of  Love,  and  thine  too  often  have  deceiv’d  me. 
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air  Vllf.  ;  ^  _ 

Dam.  -r— —  Away  with  Sufficlon, 

Ihat  Bane  to  Defire 

The  Heart  that  loves  truly,  all  Dagger  defies : 

The  Rules  of  Dlfcretlon 
But  fiijle  the  Tire ; 

On  its  Merh  alone  true  Beauty  relies^ 

~  what  Folly  to  tremhle^ 

Lefi  the  Lover  dtjjemble 
His  Fire  ? 

Turtles  that  woe. 

Bill  and  Cooe : 

While  we  enjoy 
We  muft  be  true! 

And  to  repeat  it ^  is  all. 

All  we  can  defire. 


Fhill,  Tis  thus  thou  always  haft  decoy’d  my  Heart? 
Thou  know’ft  I  love,  and  therefore  wouldft  undo  me. 
1  know  thou  loveft,  and  therefore  would  fecure 

[thee. 


A  I  R  TX. 


Phill*  while  you  purfue  me. 

Thus  to  undo  me. 

Sure  Ruin  lies  in  all  you  fay, 

^  To  bring  your  Toying, 

Up  to  Enjoying, 

Call  firfi  the  Prieft,  and  name  the  Day, 
Then,  then  name  tke  Day, 

Lajfes  are  willing 
As  Lads,  for  Billing, 

When  Marriage  Vows  are  kindly  prefi. 
Let  holy  Father 
Tye  us  together. 

Then,  bill  your  Fill,  and  bill  your  befi ; 
Then,  then  bill  your  beji. 


Damt 
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Dam,  What,  not  a  Hand,  a  Lip,  for  old  Acquain¬ 
tance  } 

Not  one  poor  Sample  of  the  Grain,  my*  Dear, 
Unlefs  I  make  a  Purchafe  of  the  Whole? 

P^/7,  No,  Damon  ;  now  ’tis  time  to  end  our  Fooling. 
Confent  to  wed  me,  or  forbear  to  love. 

Dam,  What  !  doft  thou  think  to  ftarve  me  into 
Marriage  ? 

Thill,  ril  karve  my  felf,  but  I’ll  avoid  thy  Falfhoodl 
Graze  where  thou  wilt.  I’ll  feed  no  ranging  Lovers. 
Dam.  No — nor  I  won’t  be  pounded,  while  I  can 
leap 

A  Hedge:  So  keep  your  Grafs  for  Calves  to  graze  on. 
1  need  not  go  a  Mile  for  Pafture,  Dame, 

And  good  as  any  Meal  that  you  can  make  me. 

Thill.  Do,  leave  me,  do,  and  prove  thy  felf  a  Traytor ! 
Faithlefs,  Inhuman  Damon  I 

Dam.  -  --  --  --  --  Mighty  well! 

This  double  Dow’r,  I  find,  has  turn’d  thy  Brain  f 
-And  thou  w^ould’ft  make  me  madder  than  thy  felf! 

A  Husband!  Death!  a  MIlLhorfe  !  what,  to  grind. 
And  grind,  in  one  poor  hopelefs Round  of  Life! 
To-day,  to-morfow,  and  to-morrow-,  ft  ill 
To  plod  the  Path  I  trod  the  Day  before ! 

O!  methinks  I  feel  the  Collar  on  my  Shoulders! 
Thill.  Abandon’d  Damon!  now  I  begin  to  hate  thee. 
Dam.  I’m  glad,  my  Miftrefs,  that  you’ll  fpeak 
ycur  Mind ! 

Some  Girls  will  fool  you  on  till  one’s  Heart  aches. 
But  fince  I  know  your  Play,  Forfooth,  hang  lag. 
Say  T,  and  fo  farewell,  fair  Thillida, 

A  I  R  X. 

Dam.  ///  range  the  Worlds  where  Treedofn  reigns y 
And  fcatter  Love  around  the  Plains. 

Phill,  Lli  fiar've  my  Love,  and  rather  }art. 

Than  yield  my  H^ndy  to  fool  my  Heart. 


Dam. 
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Dam.  The  Frowns  of  This,  I  ne'er  take  ill: 

Where  One  denies,  there's  Twj  that  wilL 
Sinc£  Alaids  hy  Kindnefs  a^e  undone', 

Ahieu,  Mankind',  Til  Jigh  for  none. 

Dam.  No  froz  en  Lafs  JJmll  hold  me  long. 

p.hill.  No  Swain,  that' s  falfe,  my  Love  (hall  wrong. 

Dam.  Farewell,  farewell - 'tis  time  to  fart. 

Phil).  Thus  from  thy  Hold,  I  tear  my  Heart, 

Both.  Farewell,  farewell  &c. 


SCENE  .changes  to  a  P  leaf  ant  Garden 
adjoining  to  the  Houfe  of  Areas. 


Enter  Areas  conducting  Philautus,  Toitb  i^gon  * 

and  Amyntas. 

Arc.  Once  more  you’re  welcome  to  our  Cottage,  Sir^ 
And  what  is  wanting  in  Magnificence, 

Shall  be  fupply’d  in  Will,  and  WiQies,"to  delight  you. 

Vhil.  Your  civiliz’d  Deportment  ftill  retains 
The  Courtier-— that  fuffices — You  are  polite. 

You  know  my  Birth,  and  what  my  Rank  requires. 
And  tho  my  Life  has  always  ftream’d  with  Pleafures, 
1  love  fometimes  t’unhend  from  crowded  Courts, 

And  fnuff  the  Rural  Air— -Your  Hounds  are  good  \ 
Arc.  Of  the  old  Sfartan  Breed  :  All  {launch  as  Truth, 
High-mettled  on  the  Scent,  and  in  full  Cry 
The  jolly  Chorus  thunders  in  the  Vale. 

A  fporting  Stag  will  better  fpeak  their  Virtue. 

Phi-.  We  11  find  an  early  Day.  And  now,  my  Lord, 
Nothiag  feems  wanting  to  compleat  my  Welcome, 
But  fair  Pafiora,  and  the  Field  before  mel 
A  flarted  Beauty  ftrains  me  into  Speed, 

And  like  the  Greyhound  fweeps  me  to  the  Quarry. 

Arcm 
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jirt.  Courtiers  have  Arts  to  make  their  Conqtiefts  cafy  5 
But  where  the  Skilful,  and  the  Graceful  join. 

Our  Rural  Virgins  muft  on  fight  furrender. 

P^U,  She  will  not  find  it  eafy  to  efcape  me. 

Sure,  flic  will  not  find  it  difficult  to  try!  j/ide. 
Phil,  In  Court,  our  Dames  have  prov’d  me,  to  their 
Coft, 

^rc.  She  gains  a  Conqueft,  that’s  by  you  fubdued  ! 
Polite,  and  Courtly!  finely  turn’d,  my  Lord! 
She  gains  a  Conqueil,  that’s  by  you  fubdued! 

She  does  indeed!  for  I’m  not  eafil)^  pleas’d. 

Mg.  She  is.  I’m  fure,  that  can  be  pleas’d  with  thee, 

|~ 

Thil.  I,  fometimes,  have  been  Nice  to  Cruelty. 

^g.  If  Modefty  can  charm,  (he’s  loft  indeed! 

^r(.  But  we  delay  my  Daughter’s  Happinefs: 

Your  Leave  a  moment,  to  conduct  her.  [Ex.  Areas. 
Am'^n.  What  fudden  Terrors  have  o’ercaft  my  Heart? 
JEg.  Well,  Sir,  we  now  (hall  fee  your  Courtly  Skill  ! 
But  let  me  tell  you,  that  our  homebred  Nymphs, 
However  eafy  to  the  humble  Lover, 

Can  to  the  Heart,  that  comes  alTur’d  of  Conqueft 
Aftume  a  Pride,  regardlefs  as  the  Wind, 

When  on  the  Mountain’s  Head  it  bends  the  Cedar. 

Pkil,  Thy  Rural  Bluntnefs,  JEgon,  much  delights  me  5 
We  fometimes  have,  in  Court,  a  Droll,  like  thee. 

And  when  the  Oddnefs  of  a  Creature’s  pleafant. 

We  join  the  Laugh,  and  give  their  Humours  way. 

Mg.  Juft  as  we  fometimes  treat  a  Coxcomb  here. 

For  now  and  then  they  come  to  ftealour  Daughters  : 
Though  I  ne’er  heard  their  Sighs  have  much  prevail’d. 
PhH.  But,  honeft  Mgon,  thou  ihalt  find,  we  Courtiers 

than  fimple  Sighs,  to  (hoot  witlK 
inc  Skilful  do  not  ask,  but  give  Relief. 

Mg.  Our  fimple  Swains  would  thank  you  for  that 
Foi  they  are  always  humble,  till  the  Nvmph  (Secret. 
Is  kmd  i  and  then  they’re  Amply  grateful  too. 

C  Phil, 
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■phil-  o  Ruftick  Notions !  No,  dear  jEpn^  no. 

A  Woman’s  Pride  is  pamper’d  by  our  Fear: 

He  only  can  reduce  that  dares  provoke  it. 

JEg*  A  Courage  fo  determin’d  mufl:  be  fure 
Of  Cpnqucft,  Sir,— But  fee  1  your  fair  Defiance. 

Enter  Areas  with  Paftora. 

^rc.  This,  my  Vaftora,  is  the  Noble  Youth, 

Whom  my  Approvement  offers  to  thy  Choice  : 

High  is  his  Lineage,  his  Appoimm-^nts  equal: 

But  my  weak  Praife  would  wrong  his  full  Defervings  5 
Thou  art  thy  felf  to  judge  of  his  Perfeffions, 

JPor  nothing  is  impos’d  upon  thy  Will : 

The  brave  Vhilautus  fcorns  Advantages, 

And  leaves  his  Caufe  to  Love,  that  thy  free  Heart 
May  rather  foften,  to  his  own  Perfuafions, 

Than  yield  reluff  ant,  with  a  cold  Obedience. 

rhll.  Yes,  lovely  Maid  !  compell’d  Affeffion  ftains 
'*rhe  Lover’s  Glory,  and  degrades  his  Conqueft  I 
The  generous  Heart  difclaims  all  Aids,  but  Love ! 
Yet  b^e  compos’d.  I’ll  ufe  a  gentle  Power: 

I  know  the  Terrors  that  invade  your  Sex, 

When  Love  firft  makes  his  Onfet  of  Defire  5 
Your  Beauties  tremble'  and  your  Charms  retreat! 

I  therefore  (hall  a  while  fufpend  my  Vows, 

^Till  vour  own  fecret  Wifhes  figh  to  hear  them* 

All  h  in  prefent,  fhall  propofe,  is  firft. 

That  with  an  Eye  impartial  you  furvey  me; 

Hear  with  Attention,  willing. to  admire; 

Then  wLeii  you  are  inclin’d  to  fpeak— fpeak  free. 
Nor  let  your  Virgin  Coynefs  veil  your  Heart. 

Pafi,  Sir,  I  muft  own  you  have  already  curA 
My  Fears,  thofe  Fears,  that  ere  ycu  fpoke,  oppreis’d  me. 
At'one  fhort  View,  1  read  your  Mind,  and  Perfon. 
Which  equally  have  given  Surprize,  and  Wonder. 
And  fince  fo  generoufiy  you  uTe  your  Power, 

As  not  t’  enforce  it,  with  a  Father’s  Will ; 
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The  leaft  I  can  in  Gratitude  return. 

Is  not  alone  to  hear  ;  but,  on  the  Place, 

To  anfwer  what  I  hear:  You  may  proceed. 

There  Teems  no  Terror  in  a  Courtier’s  Love  I 
P/jiL  A  Heart  To  dauntlefs  ftirs  my  Emulation! 

But  let  me  tell  you.  Fair  One,  you  have  now 
Before  your  Eyes  no  common-moulded  Lover  j 
A  Alan  lefs  us’d  to  ask,  than  to  refufe 
A  our  Sex’s  Favours  !  Beauty  may  have  Eyes, 

Yet  Men  have  Arts  to  give  alternate  Wounds. 
Thoufands  may  hope,  but  few  have  equal  Charms 

To  fix  a  curious  Heart . and  yet,  methinks 

Your  Eye,my  Fair,  darts  an  unufuai  -  -  fomethino- . . 
That  calls  for  farther  Gazino'- ---- --  ^ 

\^Aftcr  a  hng  P his  Looks  rifing  gradudly  to  a 
gracious  Approbation,  ho  proceeds. 

------  -  Virgin !  You 

Have  Beauty - I  confefs  itj  to  be  jiid, 

I  own  your  Charms  are  worthy  of  my  Thouo-ht; 

On  your  own  Conduiff,  now,  depends  your  Happinefs! 

Paft.  A  Heart,  that  to  our  Sex  has  been  To  fatal 
Heteirs  the  Pafiio’*'  which  its  W^orth  wou’d  raife. 

Or  leads  th*  Unwary  to  avoidlefs  Ruin  : 

And,  to  be  free,  I  dare  not  truft'you  v/ith  Efteem. 

^  Vhil.  Agreeable  Surpicion!  but  I’ll  tafe 
loui  Fears,  and  make  your  Hopes,  at  once. 

Your  Sex’s  Envy,  and  your  Swains  Defpair. 

Come,  come,  I  read  your  Soul !  fuch  tender  Scruples 
Never  anfe,  but  from  the  Heart  inclining; 

The  Lover  fconyd  is  never  tax’d  with  Falfhood. 

Tou  fee,  my  Fair,  I  know  the  Depths  of  Love, 

And  all  your  coy  Meanders  of  the  Heart. 

Faji.  How  can  you  triumph,  where  you’ve  won 
fo  little  ; 

FhiL  Tliis  Modefty  alone  were  worth  my  Conqueft. 
Fiifl.  I  find.  Sir,  1  difpute  your  Happinefs  in  vain. 


fa  Love  Riddle. 

And  fince  I  can’t  perfuade  you  to  Delpair, 

Thus  let  me  wani  our  Sex’s  Vanity  : 

air  XI. 

Np  moYt,  vmn  Virgins ^  boafi  ^otir  Vowtri 
Tor  Nature  is  Inverted  : 

To  be  blefi,  ^ou  muft  adore. 

Or  be  by  Swains  defer  ted. 

Sweet  Lev£rs  now,  at  sight,  furprize, 

^nd  give  fuch  wondrous  Fleafure, 

That  wheYi  the  Nymf  h,  defpairing,  dieSj 
The  Swain  will  deign  to  eafe  her, 

Phil,  E«g‘^gmg  Creature!  what  remains,  is  now 
The  Means  ro  make  your  Conqueror,  your  Captive. 
.An  eafy  Task - but  I’ll  explain  the  Secret. 

AIR  XII. 

Thd"  you^  per  hap  s,^  my  lovely  Pair^ 

Have  Charms  that  greatly  move  me ; 

Tet  all  your  future  Fains,,  and  Care, 

Mufl  he,  to  make  me  love  you. 

Tour  Fate  alone  depends  on  me, 

Tou  are  but  what  I  make  you ; 

Divinely  Heft,  if  I  prove  true  5 

Undone,  if  I  fo'rfake  you.  [Ph.\\,  turns  to 

Taft,  Nay  then.,  ’tis  time  to  undeceive  his  Folly  f 
But  It  repays  the  Pain,  to  find  Amyntas 
Has  been  the  Witncfs  of  our  Interviews  v 
Sure  the  Contempt  this  Trifler  has  receiv’d,  p^fde* 
Will  juRify  my  Heart,  and  Rill  preferve 
*I  "hat  fbftEfteem,  which  he  has  ever  fliewn  me. 

Arc.  Well,  good  Amyntas,  tell  me,  and  iii^ 
Friendlhip, 

Vyhat  are  thy  Thoughts  rf  this  Corinthian  Noble? 
Would’Rthou  not  P aftora  to  receive  him. 

And  give  her  Charms  th*  Improvement  of  a  ‘ 

Cjurt? 

Am.  Your  Wlfdom,  doubtlefs,  had  rerout’d 
faw  him.  Sir - -  [before^ 

Arc^ 
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Arc. . Suppole  it  Co,  1 

Yet  I  would  gladly  know  how  far  thy  Senfe  >  Afam. 
May  recommend,  or  difapprove,  .this  Union,  j 

Afn.  Since  you  defccnd,  to  ask  a  young  Man’s- 
Counfek 

That  mine.  Sir,  may  be  better  juilffied;. 

Permit  me  to  recite,  what  you  yourfelf 
Have  oft  commended,  as  the  Virgin’s  LefTon. 

Tho*  much,  1  fear,  my  Skill  will  marr  the  Mufick.. 
No  matter;  thou,,  at  lead,  wilt  give  it  Meanings, 
Am.  Thai^  Sir,  were  worthy  of  Ear, 

A  I  R  xiri. . 

Virgins,  hew  Are  how  yon  fix  on  a  Lover  / 
k  ids  of  I  lowers  ma'^  harbour  a  Snake ;  * 

Cold  and  silver  gayly  may  cover 

Beads  that  wander,  and  Hearts  that  forfake^. 
iurtly  Rovers,. 

When  hound  for  Life,. 

Seldom  Lovers  '  - 

Prove  to  the  Wife* 

But  cn  the  plains  poor  Ss&ains  are  true  *, 

Bor  love  ihemfelves,  hut  die  for  Xou.. 

Phil.  Poor  Sw^ain!  fome  flighted  Lover,..  I  pi'efume  f 
jEg,  A  Lover  favour’d,  or  my  Eyes  deceive  me  [  Afide* 
Arc.  ’Tis  well  apply’d,  Amyntas.  -  -  -  follow  me, 

I  have  of  Moment  fomething  for  thy.  Ear. 

A  Lover, Sir,.like  you,  that  knows  the  Coafl,  [TiPhil. 
Needs  not  a  Pilot,  when  fo  near  the  Shore ; 

1  therefore  leave  you^to  compleat  your  Conqueft. 

Phil.  Your  Coniplaifance  has  made  Arcadia  Corinth,. 
Arc.  Daughter,  with  Joy,  I  have  beheld  thy  Condu£l~k 
I  fee  thou  know’fl  to  value  Men,,  bv  Merit, 
y^nd  that  thy  Heart  may  adf  more  open  to 
'j'hy  Wilhes,  I  retire  -  -  -  -  maintain  thy  Virtue* 

C  3  [/Tpi:;. 
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\Ex.  Areas  and  AmyntTiS,  /Egon  follo'whg, 
is  detain  d  hy  Philautus. 

fafi.  What  can  this  mean  ?  Is  then  my"' 

Father  pleas’d 

With  the  Contempt  I’ve  thrown  upon  this 
Stranger, 

Whom  he  himfelf  prefented  ?  Can  it  be?  ^Jpart^ 
’Tvvas  by  his  Leave  too,  that  Amyntas  fung. 
Encourag’d  to  addrefs  his  Strains  to  me. 

Take  heed,  fondHeart,.  nor  flatter  thy  f'^efires. 

Let  Time,  that  undertakes  thy  Fate,  confirm  it.^, 

Vhil,  Believe  me,  JEgon^  I  defire  thy  Prefence, 
Without  a  Friend,  a  Miilrefs  lofes  half 
Her  Charms.  1  love  a  Uitnefs  of  my  Power. 

For  v/hat’s  a  Triumph,  where  there’s  no  Spe£fatori 
All  my  SucceflTes  with  the  Fair  are  publick. 

JEg,  ‘Well,  Sir,  I’ll  flay,  in  hopes  that  your  fair 
Miftrefs 

May,  in  her  turn,  have  Caufe  to  triumph  too. 

Vhil  ’Tis  true,  my  Friend ;  my  Favour  is  her  Triumph  j 
Thou  feefl:,  we  Courtiers  know  a'fhorter  way 

Than  Sighing,  to  the  Heart - 

-  -  —  -  -  -  ’Tis  fliort  indeed! 

For  I  perceive  not  yet,  you’ve  faid  one  Word, 

So  much  to  raife  her  Merit,  as  your  own, 

P^/7.  Why --no --not  but  I  ffightly  own’d  her  Charms 
Had  Power,  and  that’s  enough  !  The  Art  of  Love 
Is  not  to  praife  your  Fair  One  to  a  Goddefs, 

But  to  diflblve  her  Pride,  with  Admiration, 

And  be  yourfelf  the  Object  of  Defire. 

JEg,  Ay!  there!  you  have,  beyond  Belief, fucceeded, 
Vhd.  But  I  have  farther  Subjeffc  for  her  Wonder. 
Now,  my  fair  Nymph!  not  that  my  Heart  is  vain  j 
But  yet  to  fhew  the  Value  of  your  Conqueft, 

Permit  me,  to  inform  you  of  the  Fate 

Of 


Love  in  a  Riddle. 


\ 


Of  a  fam'd  Rowan  Beauty,  who  at  Corinth 
Hearing  of  my  intended  Marriage,  took 
A  Mortal  Draught,  which  ended,  with  her  Hopes 
Of  me,  her  Life ;  and  in  her  lateif  Pangs, 

Turning  her  faint  complaining  Eves  upon  me, 

Farewel,  vain  faithlefs  World,  (he  cry'd  !  I  dk 
A  Victim  to  Papilh's  Cruelty ! 

Raft.  Pafilhf 

VhiL - The  Name  her  Fondnefs  gave  me. 

jEg.  TapHio! 

phiL~~-  Yes:  a  Roman  Appellation, 

Obferve  its  melting  Softnefs  —  --  O!  Paptiio  ! 

Sure,  'twas  the  gentleif  Creature  !  -  -  -  -  ButhoW€ver> 
To  give  her,  even  in  Death,  her  due  Revenge, 

And  to  immortalize  her  Pafiion,  I 
Compos’d  an  Ode,  which  the  fam’d  Sappho  might 
With  Pride  have  own’d,  and  not  have  wrong’d  her 
Genius. 

Tafi.  May  we  intreat  the  Favour,  Sir,  to  hear^it  \ 

''  fhiL  My  Voice,  I  doubt,  will  ill  commeiid  the  Lines  ^ 
But  wbdt  that  wants,  Expreffion  fhall  fupply, 

AIR  XIV. 


Cruel  Creature^ 

Mufi  I  languijlo  ! 

Savage  Nature! 

See  Anguijh ; 

Doom'd  to  love,,  and  love  in  vain  I 
O  Papilio! 

Can  you  fly  me  f 
Can  you,  will  you  . 

Still  deny  me  ^ 

O  Papilio  ! 

One  kind  Look,  to  footh  my  Pain  ! 

Cruel  Creature, 

See  my  Anguijh ! 

Hear  a  dying  Maid  complain ! 

C  4  'yF.g<,. 
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This  is  indeed  a  doleful  Ditty >,  Sir. 
fafi.  How  could  you  let  fo  foft  a  Creature  perifli  ^ 
ThiL  Love,  like  Ambition,  rafhly  feeks  its  Ruin. 
Her  Fondnefs.fet  no  Bounds  to  her  Defire. 

She  grafp’d  at  more,  than  was  her  Beauty’s  Due. 

Was  mine  a  Heart  to  be  injjrofs’d  by  One; 

Where  a  whole  Court  had  equal  Claim  to  Favour? 

Pafi,  Ye  Powers!  are  thefe  your  Principles  avowd? 
Are  then  the  Laws  of  Honour,  Nature,  thus 
Regarded  ?  -  i-  -  -  - 

jplg,  -  .  -  So!  his  Vanity,  at  lafi,  1 

Recoils  upon  himfelf,  and  gives  her  Scorn  > 

The  fair  Excufe  of  Honour,  to  renounce  him.  J 

phiL  And  why,  my  Fair,  fo  fuddenly  tranfported  ? 
Pafi.  Could  you  then  think,  a  Heart,  like  yours, 
fo  flain’d 

In  Cruelty,  could  find  Reception  here} 

Phil,  I  thought  a  Heart  fo  eminently  graced 
"With  ConqueSs,  only  could  deferve  Paflora, 

Pafi,  No  !  to  the  Manes  of  your  Roman  Miftrefs, 
That  wretched  Martyr  of  your  cruel  Nature, 

My  vengeful  Hate  fliall  make  your  Lov.c  the  Viftim. 

AIR  XV. 

■7 

^ozVj  inhumane,  fait hlefs  Creature  ! 

CouWft  thou  wrong  fuch  tender  Touth  f 
Mow,  againfi  all  Senfe  of  Nature, 

Kill  fuch  Innocence,  and  Iruth? 

While  thou  finffi  her  mourrful  Ditty, 

Bafe,  remorfelefs,  falfe  Ingrate! 

Her  Difir ejfes  move  my  Pity, 

And  for  thee,  my  mortal  Hate* 

^Phil.  What  new  Extravagance  of  Love,  my  Fair, 
Has  chang’d  thy  Gen^enefs  to  Jealoufy  } 

Can  a  dead  Rival’s  Charms  difturb  thee  }*—•*— 

Pctfi%  •••--««  n  ».•••  =  "  Ye®  ° 
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The  Charms  that  had  fo  well  deferv’d  thy  Hearty 
FindiBg  fuch  cruel  Treatment  from  thy  Power, 
Confirm,  what  Charms  inferior  muft  expe^, 

And  warn  the  Wary  to  deteft  thy  Love! 

YhiU  Nay.  now,  thy  Tendernefs  refines  to  Folly. 
Paft,  Hence!  from  my  Sight,  left  worfe  than  Scorn, 
attend  thee. 

I  doubt,  Sir,  here  our  Triumph  has  beenpuQit: 
Too  far— — 

Phil. — ’Tis  true  !  the  Tender  in  herHeatt 
Prevails^  and  therefore,  with  the  Tender,  ftill. 

Muft  be  recall’d,  and  foftned  to  her  Wiflies., 

AIR-  XVI. 

h!u(i  I  defpair? 

JcUl’me,  hut  kill,  we  here! 
here,  at  your  Feet  Vll  die,. 

But,  from  your  Sight  to  fly, . 

Is  morejhAn  Love,,  or  Life,  can  hear-!'. 

Still  ccld  ■  and  cruel  he, . 

Dart  from  your  Eyes  Difdain;- 
Tetvuhile  thofe  Eyes  I  fee 
Some  pleafure  Jiill  tel  eves  ih^  ?air„. 

Kill. me, , hut  6c  c, 

Paf.  Hbw^.jEgotj,  fliall  L  rid  me.  of  this 
Folly-^: 

The  more  his  Love’s  abus’d, .  the  more  his  Pride 
Perverts  my  Meaning,  and  evades  the  Scorn 
^g.  Give  him  a  hearty  Farev/el,  and  retire.- 
fafi,..  He  has,  indeed,  reduc’d  me  to  explain. 

Phil,'  ’Tis^done,  my  Friend;,  again  her .  foftning.; 
Lyes.. 

Incline  to  pardon,  and  refume  Defii'e !  ’ 

And  to  purfue  my  Conqueft-^thus — 

Forbear  ! : 

C  5 


Since^*, 
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Since,  Su‘,  I  find  your  high  Opinion  of 
Yourielf  can  take  Averfion  for  Efteem ; 

Enjoy  your  Happin-fs,  but  moleft  not  mine. 

Admire  your  felf,  and  fhew  a  manly  Spirit! 

Defpife  my  Frowns^  and  give  me  Scorn  for  Scorn.,. 

Fly  to  fome  nobler  Heart  that  taftes  your  Merit, 

And  leave  Vaftorz  to  bemoan  her  Folly. 

Mg*  Troth,  Sir,  I  think  ’twould  be  a  fair 
Revenge. 

ThiU  JEgonj  I  know  what  Meafures  will  be¬ 
come  me.. 

AIR  XVII. 

Pail,  happy^s  the  Man,  that  like  you,  Sir 9 

Bis  pretty  dear  Ferfon  admins ! 

Who,  vohen  with  the  Fair  it  jvon*t  do.  Sir, 
Content  to  his  idol  retires. 

Be  turns  to  his  Glafs, 

Whtre,  in  his  fvsi  et  Face, 

Such  ravijhing  Beauties  difclofe; 

Bis  Heart  on  fire. 

Is  fiure  his  Defire  . 

No  Fk/al  will  ,  ever  oppofe. 

But  when  to  a  Nymph  a  FreUnder^ 

Poor  Mortal,  he  fiplits  on  a  Shelf! 

Bow  little  a  ihing  will  defend  her 

From  one,  that  makes  Love  to  hlmfeif ! 
while  nice  in  Drefs, 

And  fme  of  Succefs, 

Hes thinks  fhe  ca^*  never  get  free; . 

With  f mi  ling  Eyes, 
she  rallies,  and  flies. 

And  laughs  at  his  Merit,  like  me, 

\Exit  Paflora. . 

JEg^  Was  eveiTuch  a  ftrange  Relapfe ! 
fkil,  - - - - -  -  Surprising  i 


JEgon^ 
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^gon^  I  feat  Diforder  in  her  Brain! 

Didll  thou  obferve^  how  incoherently 
She  fling,  and  wander’d  from  her  foft  Deportment 
Mg.  'Tis  plain,  fhe  is  not  what  we  thought ‘her — ^ 
*  Vhil,  •--.------------No! 

It  muft  be  Frenzy!  Love  has  flrange  Effeds! ' 

This  is  the  ftrongeft  Arrow,  that  1  ever  drew!' 

Mg,  So  ftrong,  1  doubt,  we’ve  over-fhot  the  Mark !  - 

At  leaft,  I  fee,  you  have  not  touch’d  her  Wings!  • 

\  ' 

A  I  R  XVIII, 

Phil.  O/  let  her  go  ! 

Pooh  !  let  her  go! 

Maids  like  wounded  Doves  wiliflji  ' 

The  pretty  Thing. 

' ^  Iho'  on.the  lVing, 

Doivn  metfi  fall,  and  Jure  to  die  i  ^ 

In  her  Hearty . 

The  Dart 
She  flies  withy 
Has  fix  t  her  Jure; 

Now !  now  ! 

She's  panting  for  the  Cure! ' 

ISIOy  Mgony  no!  ’tis  now  too  late  to  fly  me/ 

I  know  I’ve  touch’d  her,  and  my  Shafts  are  iatal  I 
In  the- next  neighbouring  Grove,  file  drops  of  courfe?‘ 
There  I  fhail  find  her  helplefs,  in  her  Wounds, . 

And  tame  to  my  Cefire  ;  But  I  mull  follow,  ^ 

And,  like  a  skilful  Woodman,  fave  my  Game,  • 

Thy  Prefence,  Mgcn,  frightned  her  away  I  . 

’Twas  too  far  carried,  to  have  others  fee 
The  foft  Confufion  of  her  yielding  Heart  j 
Which,  .if alone,  had*  been  with  Joy  difclos’d. 

Mg.  Of  what  fT-ange -Stuff  are- Coui’tieiY  Heads  ' 

compos’d!  [Exemt.- 


SCENE  changes  to  an  outward  Part 

of  a  Grove. 

Enter  Areas  Amy  mas. 


jtre.,  JmyntAs^  I  hare,  weigh’d. thy  beft  Excufes,. 
And  findjthy  Modcfty,.that  makes  them,  but 
A  llronger  Motive,  to  my  Truft  propos’d  : 

Jf  thou.wpuld’ft  keep  thy  Placp  within  my  Heart,, 
Comply  with  my  Dc fires— ^ — 

--------  My  noble  Lord, 

Since  Diffidence  no*,  longer  can  difTuade, 

My  due  Obedience  with  your  Will  complies: 

To  my  poor  Power,  I  will  difeharge  this  Truft, 
jirc,  Now  thou  haft  gain’d  upon  my  Love,  Jmymas. 
The  prefent  Hour emplo NS  thee  :  Here,  within 
This  Grove,,  a  while  amufe  thee,  ’till  I  fend  her:: 
There,  in  an  Inftant,  fhall  P  after  a  findthee.  [A'xh  Areas. 

Am,  What  will  my  Fate  do  withm.^!  O  Pafiora  i 
Ib  loH  Amy ntas^  then,  the  chofen  Wretch, 

To  point  the e>  out  a  Lover  worthy  of 
Thy  Heait?  Where  ftiall  tlfis-worthlefs  World  produce 
And  by  the  generous  Areas  too,  my  Patron,  [him> 
Is  this  high  Task  impos’d!  What  Power  can  fave  thee  ? 
Muft  I,  if  true  to  Love,  be  falfe  to  him? 

Gr  true  to  Areas,  muft  1  lofe  Pafto.raf 

If  ay,  what  would  ^  Falfhood,.  if- purfued^  avail? 

^fwere  terrible,  tho’  guiltlefs,,to  avow  my  Love!' 

To  meet  her  Scorn  .(for. Scorn  muft  fure  attend  it  !  ) 
Were  fharper  Pain^  if  poffible,  than  to  . 

I^hold  her,  happy,  ip..a  Rival’s  Arms 5- 
W  hich  Way  foe’er  I  turn,  Defpair  furrounds .  me ! 
Like  the  poor. Pilot,  while  . his  "^jefiel  burns, 

LpauCe,  to  perilh  in  the  Fjam.es,  or  Waves!. 

AIR 
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AIR  XIX. 

WAi.tvety  than  mine,  a  Fate  more  fever e  y 
To  ferijh  in  S Hence ^  or  die  by  Defpair  f 
Defpairing,.  1  languifJ?  a  Lover  concealed, 

Tetthe  Caufe  of  my  Angmfo  gives  Beathy  if  reveal'd  ': 
While  her  Birth  is  fo  high,  my  Fortune  fo  locwy 
By  her  Frown  I  muft  die,  if  I  tell  her  my  Woe* 

Was  ever,  than  mine,  a  Fate  more  Jevere*, 

To  perifs  in  Silence,  or  die  by.  Defpair ■  [Exit... 

Enter  Paftbra, 

Pafl.  Sure,  ’twas  Amyntas'  Voice,  and  Love  that* 
tun’d  it. 

A  Sound  ill-boding  to  the  loft  Paflora! 

I  fear  fome  Nymph  unknown  ha$  fciz’d.his  Heart. 

It  muft  be  fo  !  all  but  too  well  agrees* 

With  what  my  Pathcr,  knowing,  has  injoin’d. 

Yet  why  is  mine  this  Task?  He.  could  not,,fure,. 
Suppofe  Amyntas  figh’d  for  me  i  Ah,  .no. 

He  would  not  then  have  fent. me  to  relieve  him.! 

For  often  has  he  warn’d  me  to  regard 
My  Birth,  and  fhim  the  humbler  Swains  beneath  me 
Which,  to  this  Hour  I  have  obferv’d,  with  Sorrow. 
Howfar  this  fweet  Occafion,  to  reveal 
My  Paini  1  may  refill  —  I  dare  net  think  on  I 
Yet  fure  no. Pain  exceeds  conceal’d  Deflre. 

A.  1  R  XX. 

Whi’e  Groves  alone  hear  me>  complain, . 

Like  the  Lily,  when  d’^coping  I  pine,.^ 

,jf  filent,  I  languijl)  in  Pain, 

How  can  his  Heart  ever  be  rhine  ty 

O  Cupid  !  affuage  what  I  feel, 

^ince.my  Fau't  is  but  loving  too  well  l 
O  /  let  my  Dijirefs  to  conceal. 

Be  left  than  the  Pah  is  to  tell. . 


Amy  IS*.- 


CO 


Amyntas  returns. 

Am.  Thus,  while  the  warbling  Philomel  complains, 
The  lift’nmg  Swain  partakes  her  tuneful  Sorrow. 

Paft.  Amyntas y  fympathife  with  thine.^ 

Thy  plaintive  Strains  have  giv’n  my  penfive  Heart 
Biftrefs  unfelt  before— 

Am.--  -  -  -  -  Are  then  our  Griefe 
So  equally  fevere,  as  to  deferve 
Gur  mutual  Pity  i  Sure  a  focial  Balm, 

So  fweetly  healing,  might  afluage  the  Pain. 

Paft,  Or  may  increafe  it,  from  the  Caufe  miftaken. 
Am.  Whyarethofe  Caiifes  then  conceal’d,  finceon 
Our  Cure,  our  future  Happinefs  depends } 

Paft,  That  Quefiion,  thou,  Amyntas,  mull  refolve! 

-For,  to  that  Furpofe,  has  my  Father  fent  me. 

To  fearch  thy  Griefs,  and  by  Advice  to  heal  than. 

Am.  The  fame  Injundion  has  he  laid  on  me, 

Th^t  I  fltculd  give  due  Ptailes  to  thy  eafy  Scorn 
Of  vain  PhlUutuA  Love,  and  to  thy  Heart 
Commend  a  Swain,  whofe  Virtues  might  deferve  thee. 
But  fay,  Paftora,  did  he  tell  thee,  that 
He  knew  Amyntas  lov’d  ? 

Paft.  -  -----  Thy  Strains  confefs’d  it. 

Am.  If  that  were  Proof,  thy  Strains  confefs’d  the 
fame. 

Taft.  We  often  ilng  of  Sorrows  not  our  own. . 

Am.  Of  fu":h,  Taftora,  Amyntas  fiiig. 

Paft.  May  we  then  hope  that  neither  of  us  love  > 
Am.  If  both  could  love  with  Hope,  ’twere  hap^ 
pier  Hill  1 

Paft,  But  that  alas!  for  e’er’s  deny’d  to  me! 
Compeil’d  by  frowning  Honour  to  defpair! 

'  Am.  The  fame  ftern  Brow  affrights  Hope, 

paft'.  Do’ll  thou  then  love  below  thy  Birth,  Amyntas  f 
Am,  Were  that  my  Fate,  I  might  declare  my  Flame. 
But  -Fears  like  mine  can  never  reach  Paftvra-: 

~  i  Forj 
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lor,  m  jircadia,  fbe  has  no  Superior. 

^aft.  And  therefore  is  (he  doom’d  to  hide  herHearto- 
jif?).  O  Love!  how  equal  are  our  Woes,  and  yet 

How  oppodte  their  Caufe  I 

Pafi.  -  -  - - -  -  Our  Woes,  fo  like, 

May  in  tlie  fame  complaining  Strains  be  told* 


A'  I  R  XXL 

ho'  my  Grtefh  fevere,  it  relieves  me  tofeoy 
That  the  Swatn^  who  mflicls  it^  conceives  not  Itis  He, 

The  Swam  that  fub dues  me  1  dare  not  reveal \ 

That  1  m  won  ere  he  woes  me,  I  tremble  to  tell : 

Tho"  my  Rui-i  it  prove,  no  Weaknefs  Til  Jhow  5 
'Tis  €noHgh,~that  1  love,  and  too  much  he  Jl'jouldknow^ 
Tho*  my  Grief  is  fevere,  it  relieves  me  to  fee. 

That  the  Swain  vjho  inflsHs  it,  conceives  not  Tis  H4. 

Am,  And  yet  Taflora,  fure,  might  trull  a  Priend, 

A  Friend  appointed  to  receive  the  Secret!  \_ta^  f 

Pafi,  Is  not  my  Charge  the  fame  on  thee,  Amyti- 
Am,.  Vt  hat  Evil  can  attend  thy  firil  declaring  : 
pafi.  ’rill  I  hrft  know  Amyntas^  Heart,  my  Flame. 
For  ever  ftifled  in  my  Bread  (hall  die. 

AIR  XXIL 

Am.  Cupid,  help  a  SwairPs  Defpair  / 

Teach  Lis  Tongue  to  lofe  his  Pear  ! 

Pad.  .  Cupid!  grant  the  Swain  1  love,  . 

May  for  Me  my  Anguijh  prove! 

Am,  Mufi  I  drag  this  hopelefs  Chains 
Pad.  Mufi.  1  ever  figh  in  vain  f 
Both. ,  Love  conceal'd  is  endlefs  Vain  / 

Am.  Cupid,  hep  a  Swam's  Defpair  f 
Pad,  Cure  my  Love,  or  kill  my  Fear  ! 

Both,' . 
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Gtmt,  O  !  grant,  the  ^  1  lave. 


May  fqr  Me.  my  ^ngmjh  prove. 


Vaft.  Amyntas,  is  tho\rwou’dft  preferve  niy  Peace,  . 
Tell  ms  the  Nj^mph,  that  gives  Me  Pains  for  Thee. 

Am,  How  dreadful  is  the  Precipice  I  ftand  on  ! 

But  yet  remember,  O!  too  curious  Maid  ! 

When  I  lie  dafh’d  and  d^d  with,  my  Defpair,. 

^Twas  not  my  own  Prefitoptian,  but  thy  Will. 

That  forc’d  me  on  my  Fate  Land  to  confefs. 

My  tortur’d  Heavt —  has  long  ador’d  ’ 

Taft,  What  have  I  Amyntas  ?  — 

Am,  .  .  . . . O  cruel  Maid  I 

Why  wou’dfl:  thou  drive  me  to  this  dreadful  Fall  \ 

Ttft.  That  thefe  kind  Arms  might  fave  thee,  Q> 
Amyntas  / 

Our  Happin-fs,  our  Ruin,  from  this  Four,* 

Is  one!  And  if  Paftora's  yielded  Heart. 

Can  pay  the  Pains  thou  haft  endur’d  for  me>. 

Let  thy  own  Wifhes  form  thy  own  Reward! 

The  Joys  I  give  Amyntas,  L  receive. 

Am,  Immortal  Pow’rs  I  may  I  believe  my  Senfe  > 
What  haft  thou  utter’d  ?  O  Vaftora  !  fure 
I  dream!  This  Heav’nly  Vifion  is  too  much 
For  waking  Life  to  bear  !  Arnazement,  Love,, 
Tumu-ltuom  Joy,  and  Tranfport,  fwell  my  Heart,  . 
Lfear,  beyond  the  Limits  of  my  poor  Deferving. 

Paft,  No,  Amyntas  /  That  fweet  Humi.lity, 

Thy  diftant  Awe  of  unavow’d  Defire, 

Has  more  prevail’d  upon  my  yielding  Hearty 
Than  all  the  Flatteries  of  protefting  Love^ 

Am,  O  I  l^t  me  gaze  and  languifti  on  thy  Softnefs  \  ‘ 
While  Sighs  on  Sighs  invoke  thy  Charms  confefs’ d. 

And  falt’ring  Speech  can  only  found  Paftora, 

Learn  hence,  ye  Nymphs,  your  Lovers  to  furprize, , 
Nor  boaft.  the  trivial  Conqiiefl;  of  your  Lyes : 
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The  Vows  your  Charms  infpire,  with  Charms  wiU 
break. 

And  teach  the  fated  Lover  to  forfake : 

But  when  with  Virtue  aided,  you  fubdn«. 

Long  will  your  Sw’ains  adore,  and  long  be  true! 
Then,  like  F^ftcra's,  may  your  Flames  be  own’d. 
And  each  Am^ntas  in  your  Hearts  be  crown’d. 


ACT  III.  S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Areas  and  JEgon  in  the  Garden, 

E S,  I  o’er  heard  it  all!  Conceal’d 

-1-  Within  a  Bower,  ^^hkh  fcarce  the  Sun  or 
Winds 

Could  pierce,  my  Ears  were  Witnefs  of  their  Love  j 
I  heard  the  equal  Conflid  of  their  Hearts, 

Which,  while  unknowing  that  their  Flames  were 
mutual. 

Alternate  Duty  labour’d  to  conceal  : 

Such  Innocence  and  Vinue  gave  me  Pain, 

To  fee  the  dread  Sufpenfe  of  their  Defires ! 

But  when  to  their  Amazement,,  they  difeover’d^ 

How  long,  in  Heart,,  for  Heart,  their  Hopes  had  Ian- 
guifh’d, 

’  Their  tender  Tranfports  e’en  recall’d  my  Youth, 

And  gave  my  Eyes  the  Softnefs  of  a  Lover, 

JEg.  Here,  w^e  perceive  how  Blood  fuftains  the  Mind. 
P  aft  or  a' sYiwmhle.  Paflions  with  her  Birth  ftbfide. 

Her  Heart  is  charm’d  by  Merit,  in  its  Weeds; 

While  cold  Jantke,  unfubdu’d  by  Fortune, 

Maintains  the  Native  Station  of  her  Race,. 


N:or 
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Nor  bends  her  Merit  to  fuperior  Birth, 

j^rc.  Her  Coldnefs  fhews,  at  lead,  the  honeft  Pridc' 

Of  Virtue  knows  its  Worth,  and  will  be  woo’d. 

Thus  too,  unheedful  of  her  Fortune, 

Shews  he  thinks  Virtue  is  the  nobleil:  Dower.  . 

All,  all,  my  Friend,  advances  to  our  Wifhes  ;  j 
And  let  me  fay  the  Merit  of  their  Love  i 

Were  loil,  had  not  thefe  Trials  prov  d  their  Virtue  ! 

And  yet' —  the  flrongeft,  JEgon^  is  to  come. 

The  long-hid  Secret  of  their  Birth  !  how  that  ■ 

Difcover’d  may  affect  their  Conftancy -  I 

JEg,  My  Lord,  you  nourifh  Fears,  which  I  alone 
Should  feel  5  if  alter’d  Birth  could  change  their 
Paffions, 

Yours  might,  indeed,  defpife  the  Race  oi  JEgon^ 

Loft  Iphu  and  Paftora  may  be  wretched  ^ 

^im^ntas  and  lanthe  chufe  their  Fate. 

Arc,  But  doft  thou  think  their  Hearts  will  ftill  be 
firm  ? 

A^g,  Sufpicion  cannot  form  a  Fear  againft  them  ! 

Or  if,  at  moft,  1  grant  lanthe  may, 

A- while,-  for  Form,  retard  the  Hopes  of  Iphis, 

That’s  the  word:  Confequence  that  call  befall  us. 

Arc,  Thy  fanguine  Temper,  JEgon,  always  cheers' 
me  t- 

Be  Ifhii  then^  our  next  immediate  Care. 

Is  he  yet  Maker  of  lanthe^s  Riddle  \ 

j^g.  That’s  my  leak  Thought  I  meer  Female  Shy  ncfs^ 
To  give  her  feign’d  Refentment  Time  to  cool  j 
And  fave  th’ Appearance  of  offended  Virtue. 

Arc.  Where  is  lanthe  now?--- 

Mg, - -  In  yonder  Grove 

I  left  her,  skilfully  colleding  Herbs 

Gf  fanative  and  virtual  Power,  which  (he 

In  Charity  fometlmes  adminifters 

To  helplefs  Swains,  when  Sicknefs,  or  Mifchancc, 

Confines  them  to  their  Cots,  unfit  for  Labour, 


But 
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But  where  has  J/^hpafs’d  his  lonely  Hours? 

Arc.  This  Morn,  I  W'as  inform’d  he  had  been  feen 
Before  the  Dawn,  upon  the  Southern  Cliff 
I  Whole  lofty  Head  looks  down  upon  the  Sea : 

There  penfive,  and  aloncj  in  ftudious  Plight, 

:  ,  He  lay,  and  warn’d  the  palling  Swains  to  leave  him. 
J^g,  Love  and  the  Riddle  give  him  full  Employment, 
Arc.  Perhaps  too  much :  1  therefore  have  lent  forth 
Gld  CorydoHy  Vvdth  others,  to  obferve 
His  Purpofes,  and  warn  him  homeward  I  — See! 
Already  he’s  return’d--  -  Now,  Corydon, 

Enter  Cory  don. 


what  News  of  Ifhis  f  hail  thou  found  him? 

Cor.  -  -  -  -  Found  him  ? 

Ay,  my  good  Lord,  he’s  found,  but  I  much  fear, 

He  has  loll  himulf — Oh!  he  has  blown  me  bravely  T 

Arc,  Explain:  be  brief,  good  Cory  don - 

Cor.  — -  Nay,  nay, 

I  have  not  Breath  to  make  long-winded  Speeches.  . 
^g.  Speak,  Man - 

Cor,  W hy  then,  in  Ihoit — ^fince  fboi't’s  my  Breathy 
He’s  Mad. 


j£g.  •— Mad!-  — 


Arc.  -----  What  mean’ll  thou  .  -  -  - 
Cor,  ---  —  .j.---  -  E’en  as  I  fay  : 


^  He’s  not  himfelf,  that’s  certain  :  for  his  Wits 
•  Have  neither  Senfe,  nor  Purpofe  1  all  his  Talk 
Is  like  a  broken  Inilrument,  untun’d  5 
Notes  without  Harmony.  -  -  - 

Arc.  -  -  -  -  Where  was  he  found  ? 

Cor.  Beneath  the  Hill,  where  you  direded  us. 

Runs  a  fmall  Brook,  that  winds  along  the  Vale. 

There  he  fat  weaving  fimple  Wreaths  of  Willow; 
One,  on  his  Brow,  he  wore  :  at  Sight  of  us 
He  made  dumb  Signs,  that  we  fliould  fit  bJide 
him : 


We' 
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Wc  did  fo ;  and  not  a  Word  was  faid  to  crofs  him : 
(For  by  his  Eyes  we  faw  his  Head  was  wrong.) 

Then  he  gave  Garlands  round  to  ev’ry  Swain  5 
And  figh’d  and  heav’d,  as  if  his  Heart  were  burfling! 
Anon  he  drew  fome  Papers  from  his  Scrip  3 
On  which  he  por’d,  and  purs’d  his  ftudious  Brow  I 
Then  gave  out  Copies  of  the  fame,  and  cry’d, 

Read  I  read!  expound  and  be  an  Oracle! 
jirc.  The  Riddle,  JE^on  -  -  .  - 
Cor.  -  --  --  --  -  Ay,  a  Riddle  penn’d 
In  Verfe,  but  paft  our  Skill  (poor  Souls)  i’ untye ! 
And  then  he  laugh’d  and  fung  light  Madrigals, 

And  talk’d  fo  many  mournful  moving  things, 

He  drew* my  Heart  into  my  Eyes,  tho’  fcarce 
A  Word,  of  what  he  utter’d,  was  intelligible. 

Yonder  he  comes,  and  all  the  Swains  about  him. 

Jrc.,  this  Sight  for  ever  will  reproach  U5. 

Enter  I  phis  mufing  on  a  Paper,  follow'd  hy  Cimon,. 
Mopfus,  and  other  Shepherds  all  crown'd  with  }Fiilcnvi 

Iph,  ’Tis  done  !  IVe  found  it!  ----’tis  the  Raiii* 
bow!  Pour, 

Pour  down,  ye  pitying  Clouds,  your  gentle  Showers, 
While,  with  his  radiant  Pencil,  thoehus  paints 
The  glori ..us  Arch,  upon  your  gaudy  Bofom  I 

Cor.  Look  you  there  now  -- —  you  fee  I  told  you 
true, 

jirc,  I  fee  it,  and  with  Sorrow  —  give  him  way, 
Iph.  O  heav’nly  Sight  !  Happy  aufpicious  Omen  ! 
It  comes,  it  forms  I  delightful  to  the  Eye  I 
Behold  where  mounted  Iris  fits  aloft. 

And  offers  me  a  Seat  upon  her  Throne  I* 

See  I  See,  above  her  Head,  lam  he 

Like  a  bright  Evening  Star,  with  Beams-  unborrow’d. 

Adorns  the  Sky,  and  calls  for  Adoration ! 

Doll  thou  not  fee  her  —  there—  [Tp  Corydon. 

Cor* 
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Cor. . Not  I,  in  troth  ! 

Ifh.  ^hy  there  !  look  there  !  the  Moon  turns  pale 
at  her ! 

Cor.  Yes,  yes,  the  Moon  is  pale  indeed  !  —  alas! 
Poor  Soul,  his  Words  are  like  a  Ditty  in 
A  foreign  Tongue  to  me  —  Mufick  without  Meaning. 
Jph.  Now  let  us  catch  the  Rainbow,  and  demand 
her 

Prom  the  Skies!  ah  me!  fhe  frowns,  fhe  flics  me! 
Dow'ii !  down  !  ye  gentle  Virgins,  and  aflift 
A  Swain’s  Defpair  !  melt  her  obdurate  Heart, 

And  bend  the  Goddefs  to  a  human  Pity  ! 

AIR  I. 

O  gentle  Orpheus!  tune  Ha  momous 
Jo  my  Songy  thy  Lyre! 

Kneeling.]  me^  Goddefs,  to  adore  thee  ! 

Help  a  Lover  void  cf  Art. 

Jet  his  fireammg  Tears  imp' ore  thee. 

To  relieve  a  bleeding  H^art, 

O  remit  thy  dreadful  Sentence 

On  a  Crime,  thpJ  call'd  thee  Fair  ! 
if  that  Sin  requires  Repentance, 

Death  is  kinder  than  Defpair* 

2f  for  Love  my  Doom  is  dyhg. 

Tender  i^ity  let  m?  crav?  5 
If  a  Tear  Jhould  fall  complying. 

Gently  drop  it  on  my  Grave. 

[He  finks  irto  the  Arms  cf  Areas. 

Arc.  O  piteous  Youth!  O  JEgon  !  where  is  now 
Our  Forefight  ^  Our  Paternal  Care  ?  Our  Hope  ! 

All  loft  and  ruin’d  by  too  refin’d  a  Prudence ! 

AE.g.  Do  not  think  fo !  this  Malady  may  pafs. 

And  Iphis  yet  recover  to  our  Comfort. 

ArCy  ’Tis  now  no  Time  to  hefitate  on  Forint. 


yo  Lo  VE  <2  Ridd  L  E. 

When  Life’s  in  doubt,  Extreams  mull  be  apply’d  j 
lanthe  mull  be  found;  on  her  alone 
Depends  the  Ruin_,  or  Relief,  of  Iphh. 

JEg,  While  you.  Sir,  lead  him  to  Repofe, 

My  felf  and  thefe  our  Friends  will  fe arch  the  Groves^ 
And  bring  her,  with  relenting  Tears,  to  fave  him. 

\_Exit  Aig.  with  othi-rs^ 
Arc.  Ha  !  he  revives !  affift  me,  Cory  don ! 

[They  ratfe  him. 

Iph.  lanthe!  where!  O  my  deluded  Senfe! 

She’s  fled  \  file’s  loft  I  the  mould’ring  Clouds  difperfe. 
And  the  gay  liquid  Phantome  is  no  more  ! 

Such  are  the  Vifionary  Smiles  of  Woman! 

A  Silver  Morn — a  Shower — a  tranfient  Sun! 

A  driving  Storm-— a  Tempeft  ofDefpair. 

[Exeunt  Arc.  and  Cor.  leading  Tphis, 


^he  SCENE  changes  to  a  Grove. 


Enter  lanthe  *ts>uh  a  Servant^  hearing  the  Greens y  dec. 

they  have  been  gathering. 

Ian,  Thefe,  Clocy  may  fuffice  for  prefent.ufe  ; 

How  hye  thee  Home,  and  fort  them  as  direded. 

I  fhall  but  reft  a  while,  and  follow  thee.  [Ex.  Servant. 
At  length,  I  am  alone,  and  my  free  ThoughtSj^ 
Uncenfur’d  now,  may  fend  a  Sigh  to  Iphis, 

Yes,  lovely  Youth,  with  Sorrow  I  conceive 
Thy  Pains  for  me ;  yet  thine  give  thee  no  View 
Of  thofe  lanthe  on  her  felf  impofes !  ' 

For  fure,  to  bear  Difdain  unmerited. 

Is  lefs  Compundlion  to  the  generous  Mind, 

Than  to  difguife,  with  Scorn,  a  yielding  Heart. 

Thy  Pains,  tho’  grievous,  yet  implore  Relief 
Even  of  the  Wretch,  that  wants  the  Beggar’s  Pity. 

a:r 
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A  I  R  II. 

Ko  tnore^  ye  happy  Swains^  uplraidy 
Or  of  our  Sex's  Scorn  complain  ; 

One  Confiicl  of  the  Love-fick  Maid, 

Is  far,  than  yours,  feverer  Pain! 

The  Wounds  we  give,  your  Tongues  may  tell, 

No  Self-Reproach  attends  the  Shame ; 

Tut  Oh !  what  Torture  tnuft  we  feel. 

Who  Burn,  and  yet  conceal  the  Flame  ? 

But  foft !  fome  Swain  advances  rhrough  the  Grove  : 
The  waving  Baughs  Co  break  upon  the  View, 

I  fcarce  difcem— it  is  not  Iphis — no — 

This  is  fome  Stranger — by  his  {lately  Port, 

It  mull  be  the  great  Corinthian  Courtier, 

The  new-appointed  Lover  of  Baft  ora! 

What  can  have  drawn  him  hither,  thus  alone! 

But  be  his  Purpofe  as  it  may,  it  mufl 

Be  mine  t’  avoid  his  Si^ht-— but  w^here - or  how  ? 

This  way  I  meet  him— here - behind  thefe  Alders 

Conceal’d  a  while,  perhaps  he  may  o’erpafs  me. 

{Ketires^ 

Enter  Philautus- 

PUL  Thisway  the  forrow-founding  Voice  direded  % 
It  can  be  only  fhe,  the  Czd-Pafiora! 

Soothing  with  Melody  her  fond  DefIre ! 

I-  knew  her  Female  Coynefs  was  too  faint. 

To  breathe  intended  Scorn— my  amorous  Arrows, 
When  ever  drawn,  are  punctual  to  the  Mark ! 

The  gentle  Fondling! --—how  her  Sighs  inchant  me! 
Methinks  I  fee  her,  on  fome  flow’ry  Bank 
Repos’d,  and  languifhing  with  Love  conceal’d! 
Hardily  Hand  fupports  her  penfive  Head, 

Her  drooping  Eyes,  as  confeious  of  my  Conqueft, 
Refufe  the  Light,  that  gazes-on  her  Shame  ! 


Now 
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Now  With  Defirc  her  downy  JBofbm  he^ves^ 
While  Sighs  difFusd  enbalm  the  ambient  Air. 
And  yet  I  fee  her  not— -fhe  cannot  far 
Be  hence— ’“-perhaps  a  foft  condoling  Strain 
Way  raife  her  from  her  WoeSj  to  wakeful  Joy, 

A  I  R  III. 

Lovely  Turtle!  once  more  Cooe! 

Call  thy  MatOf  and  find  him  true! 

Gently  murmur,  to  my  Ear! 

Tell  me,  charmer. 

Tell!  oh!  tell  me,  where 
■  Love  may  find,  and  kill  thy  Care, 

O  call  me ! 


With  ,hy  mournful  Strains  allure, 
Ccoe,  and  call  me  to  thy  Cure. 

O  call  me! 

Cove,  and  call  me,  Cooe,  and  call  me 
To  thy  Cure. 

Cad  me  to  thy  Cure, 


Aai  yet  fhe  anfwers  not!  where  >  where,  Taflomt 
Jt  mult  be  fo  Her  confeious  Solitude^ 

At  my  Approach,  collefts  her  Virgin  Blufhes, 

And  Love  lies  filent,  fearful  to  encounter' 

Now  Fortune  guide  me-— Ha!  tranfporting  ViCon » 
She’s  found  !  (he’s  found  !  ^ 

lanthe  comes  forward, 

Ia>i. - Sir,  I  am  not  Pafiera, 

Phil,  By  all  my  Hopes,  a  Beauty  far  more  charmin<»^* 
Ian.  If  you  would  find  Eafiora,  Sir,  from  hence  "" 
A  Bow-fhot  weflward,  lies  a  Rivulet  5 
There  with  my  Brother,  in  the  flow’ry  Mead, 

I  left  her  liflning  to  his  Melody. , 

FhiL  And  who,  fair  Nymph,  may  be  the  happy 
Swam, 

That  calls  thee  Sifler  J—... 


Ian, 
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Ian.  -  -  -  -  Sir,  the  Son  of  JEgon, 

-  -  -  -  - 

VhiL  -  -  -  -  Is  JEgony  then,  thy  Father? 

Ian.  That  I’m  his  Daughter  is  my  Happinefs, 

Phil.  And  what  too  cruel  Care,  my  lovely  Maid, 
Has  drawn  thee  to  this  Solitude  I  For  by 
Thy  Plaintive  Song,  I  know  thou  art  unhappy. 

Ian.  My  flight  Sorrows  are  of  my  own  creating, 
Phil.  Can  Love,  in  all  his  Tyranny,  find  Caufe  - 
Of  Sorrow,  for  fuch  Blooming  Beauty  ?  Say 
What  fullen  Swain,  infenfible  of  Joy, 

Has  wrong’d  thy  Innocence  :  If  Love’s  thy  Grief; 
Behold  this  Champion-Arm,  this  kinder  Heart, 
Prompt  to  revenge,  or  to  relieve  thy  Wifhes. 

Ian.  Your  generous  Offers,  Sir,  are  loft  on  me* 

I  have  no  Thoughts  like  thofe  to  gratifj : 

Permit  me  to  retire - This  fruitlefs  Talk 

Intrudes  upon  thofe  Hours  you  owe  Pafiora. 

This  Way  direds  you - 

Phil.  — -  Yet,  you  muft  not  pafs. 

Thefe  am’rous  Shades,  my  Fair,  were  form’d  fot 
Level 

And  foft  Defire,  refiftlefs  as  thy  Charms, 

Compels  me,  thus,  to  feize  the  fair  Occafion  I 
Ian.  If  you  are  Noble,  as  Appearance  fpeaks  you. 
You  can’t  but  know  thefe  guilty  Sounds 
Are  Infult  to  a  helplefs  Maiden’s  Ear. 

But  now,  you  offer’d  to  revenge  my  Wrongs  f 
Make  good  your  Word,  and  be  your  own  Reprover; 
Revenge  upon  your  felf,  what  Innocence 
O’erborn,  wants  Strength,  to  punifh  or  avoid. 

Phil.  Can  Love  be  Infult,  when  fo  gently  offer’d  ? 
Ian.  Conftraint,  and  Gentlenefs,  but  ill  agree: 

If  you  are  gentle,  you’ll  permit  me  pafs. 

And  free  jny  Virtue  from  a  needlefs  Terror. 


P 
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AIR  IV. 

Phil.  Whj  fo  coldj  fo  coy^  my  "Fair? 

Ian.  Nature  teaches  Maids  their  Fear. 

Phil.  Tender  Love  thy  Fears  /hall  chafe. 

Ian.  Name  not  Love  -  -  -  - 
Phil,  -------  One  foft  Embrace! 

'  Ian.  No^  no,  no!  you  frefs  my  Heart  in  Vain: 

Can  you  he  f  leafed,  vuhile  you  give  meV'atn! 

Phil.  Let  hear  me - nay^  .weep  not-  — 

Ian.  O  Sir,  you  are  horn  above  me! 

Phil.  Pretty  Maid,  Til  make  thee  great. 

Ian.  Leave  me  to  my  lowly  Fate. 

PhiL  -  -  -  -  JT'hat  can  move  you  f 

Fretty  Maid,  Til  m^ke  thee  great. 

Ian,  Leve  me  to  my  lowly  Fate, 

-If  you  love  me  ! 

;  Phil.  By  Keav’nj  a  Beauty  even  of  Natnre’^s  ^ 
forming !  / 

If  Gold,  or  Golden  Promifes  can  wooe,  > 

From  hence^  to  Corinth,  will  I  tempt  her  Virtue,  \ 
And  leave  Pa/lora  to  repent  her  Coynefs. 

Why,  my  fair  Virgin,  thus  o'ercaft  with  Sorroicv  5 
Fook  up,  and  meet  thy  Happinefs  in  Sniiles ! 

In  me,  kind  Fortune  waits  upon  thy  Wifhes : 

To  raife  thee  from  thefe  humble  Plains,  to  Affluenc^^' 
To  Pomp,  to  Pleafures,  and  luxurious  Life ! 

AIR  V. 

•  Ian, Gdd  may  he  too  dearly  bought: 

Ah '!  then  how  vain  iht  Show  ! 

Content  and  Virtue 'he  my  Lot ^ 

'  "  '  Tko'  nier  fo  low. 


Apart. 
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VhiL  Mlilaken  Maid,  thy  rural  Life  ob (cur’d 
Has  (hewn  thee  nothing  of  the  greater  World* 

Our  Palaces  have  Joys  unknown  to  Groves! 

One  circling  Round  of  Splendor  and  Delight 
Fills  up  the  dallianc  Meafure  of  our  Hours  I 
The  menial  Sun  himfelf  attends  our  Pleafures. 

U’ith  bright  Meridian  Beams  begins  our  Morn  5 
And  when,  with  Night,  our  dusky  Nooiicom.es  on. 
Tapers  refplendent  blaze  another  Day! 

Till  fated  with  the  various  Midnight  Revel, 

Uprifing  Pho&hus  lights  us  to  Repofe  I 
Thedi  folded  in  the  happy  Lover’s  Arms, 

Each  am’rous  Dame  hides  from  excluded  Li^ht 
Her  glowing  BluQies,  ’till  the  Noon-tide  Alorn. 

Such  are  the  Joys,  fair  Nymph,  referv’d  for  thee, 

Ely  then  thefe  abjed  plains,  and  feize  thy  Fortune. 
Ian.  What  fliall  I  fay  ?  how  anfwer,  or  avoid  him  ^ 

lAfide. 

Phil.  Think  well,  my  Fair,  who,  and  what  Grandeur 
courts  thee. 

Jan.  To  tell  me  how  my  Heart  detefls  his  1 
May  irritate  his  Pride  to  Inlolence!  [Love,  >  Ajtde. 
Better  to  tempt  his  Pity,  than  his  Anger.  j 

Phil.  Haft  thou  no  Heart,  or  is  it  form’d  of  Marble  J 

A  I  R  VI. 

laa.  My  fim^U  Heart  is  fled  auo'ay, 

Her  moas  it  made  vf  Stone : 

Topi  come  too  late,  alas  the  Day  ! 

Too  late  by  One. 

Phil.  What  bold  prefuming  Swain  fhall  dare 
To  ftand  the  Rival  of  my  Flames  avow’d  ? 

Away  j  this  artful  Story  is  but  feign’d. 

To  feir  my  yielding  Heart  to  Jealoufy, 

That  with  a  fofter  Foiidnefs  it  may  wooe  thee. 

D  » 
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Ian«  Alas  !  1  onvn^  qjuhh  weeping  Eye,  • 
Tour  foftefi  Vows  are  vain! 

The  more  you  Jigh,  the  more  mufi  I 
In  Tears  complain. 


Phil,  Impoflible!  thou  doft  not  know  thy  Heart! 
To  fly,»and  tell  me,  ’tis  thy  Grief  to  fly. 

Implies  thy  fearful  Wifhes  would  relieve  me. 

Could  I  but  find  Excufes  for  thy  Kindnefs : 

Here  then,  behold  them,  fparkling  as  thy  Eyes  1 

[Offering  Jewels 

While  thefe,  my  Fair,  adorn  thy  radiant  Charms: 
Reproach  will,  cringing,  gratulate  thy  Fortune  5 
And  envious  Cenfure  rival  thy  Defires. 


AIR  VIII. 

j/y,  fond  Nymph,  thefe  Rural  Plains  i 
Thou  wert  horn  in  Courts  to  jhine  : 

Wtifte  not  then  thy  Charms  on  Swains, 

To  a  nobler  Love  incline, 

AIR  IX. 

Ian.  In  Pity,  O!  my  Pain  relieve! 

Nor  prefs  a  Heart,  not  mine,  to  give  / 

Should  I,  for  you,  inconftant  prove. 

Too  foon  might  Scorn  fucceed  pur  Love, 

How  could  you  hear  a  Maid  untrue  f 
Whofe  wavering  Heart 
Prom  Truth  mufi  part. 

And  firfl  he  falfe,  ere  kind  to  you  ? 

fhllc  Has  Cupid,  then,  no  Sway  among  your  Plains 
©r,  are  you  ail  to  Veftal  Flames  devoted. 


Love  in  a  Riddle.  77 

That  Dignity  and  Merit  thus  are  flighted ! 

Shall  I  return  to  Corinth  a  rejefted  Lover  5 
Without  one  ruin’d  Heart  to  mourn  my  Parting? 
Have  1,  in  Courts,  been  fated  with  Succefs, 

And,  here,-  miift,  like  a  low-born  Shepherd,  pine. 

In  want  of  what  were  honour’d  by  Acceptance  ? 
lan»  O  !  then  be  confcious  of  your  Worth,  and 
fcorn  me! 

Thil,  No,  fro  ward  Maid  5  I  know  your  Sex’s 
Wiles  ! 

Thefe  painted  Terrors  would  excite  Compaflion, 

And  footh  my  Fervour,  into  lingring  Hope; 

Bin  I’ll  cut  fhort  thofe  cold  Formalities 
Of  Love,  and  force  thee  to  immcdiate  joy, 

Ja^?,  What  mean  you.  Sir?  .  .  - 

PhiL  - . .  »  »  To  give  you,  what  y«ur 

Pride 

And  CoyncTs,  in  your  warmefl  Hours,  ; 

'I'he  kind  Excufe  of  Violence  to  Hide 
Your  Blufh;S,  in  a  feign’d  Refiftance  •  -  • 

]au»  .  . . .  .  Help  i 

Ye  guardian  Pov/ers  of  Innocence,  pi*ote<ff  me! 

['phis  rujhes  h,  frefentmg  his  Spear  to  r*hilautU3* 
'  Jph,  Hold!  Ravifher!  forego  the  frighted  Maid, 

Or,  to  thy  Traytor’s  Heart,  receive  my  Vengeance/ 
PhlL  Confufion  !  am  I  by  a  Stripling  brav’d  ? 
Hold,  Jphisj  I  conjure  thee  !  O  !  expoli  not. 
To  his  unequal  Strength,  thy  precious  Life  ! 

Since  his  foul  Purpofe  is  prevented,  leave 
To  the  avenging  Gods  his  Punifhment. 

Jph.  The  Gods  by  me  demand  it  -  -  - 
Phil.  -------  Hold !  rafh  Boy  ! 

Thou  art  fome  fighing  Lover,  whom  her  Scorn, 
Perhaps,  has  held  a  VaflTal  to  her  Pride: 

As  fuch,  I  give  thy  Fate  Compaflion  -  -  -  There  J 
Take,  and  deferve  her,  by  thy  feeming  Service  I 
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If;,  after,  what  thefe  eonfdous  Groves  may  tell  thee, 

1  have  pofTcfs’d,  thy  grofs,  contented  Heart 
Can  feaft  on  thy  Superior’s  Wafte  of  Riot  ^ 

^iijoy  thy  Wifh,  and  rid  me  of  Satiety  I 
Iph.  Thou  lyeH,  infernal  Tray  tor  -  -  , 
yM.  -  --  --  -  —  -  •  Ha  I  fo  brave ! 

Move  impotent  in  Malice,  than  Pretenfian! 
Her  fpotlefs  Fame  defies  thy  fland’rous  Tongue* 

1  heard  her  fhrieking  in  thy  horrid  Gripe  ! 

I  faw  Averfion  fparkling  from  her  Eyes, 

And  pale  Abhorrence  Ihuddering  at  thy  Touch, 

As  if  fome  writhing  Serpent  had  embrac'd  her. 

?/?//.  *Tis  well,  fond  Youth  I  then  be  it  fo!  fhe  ilill 
Ts  chafte  -  -  -  Me  fhe  avoided - right!  believe  fo! 

1  only  boafted,  to  infult  thy  Love ! 

Her  Virtue  Hill  referves  her  Heart  for  thee! 

]ph.  Infinuating  Slave  I  wouldfl:  thou,  to  gain 
Lelief,  confefs  thy.  felf  a  Villain  )  No ! 

That  fhe  referves,  for  me,  her  Heart,  requires 
Almoil  thy  Vanity  to  hope  ;  But  this 

2  know  5  Whoever  may  deferve  her  Favour, 

Thy  Ruffian  Infult,  on  her  Sex  and  Fame, 

Peferves  my  Boar- Spear  quivering  in  thy  Heart  : 

But  Cowardice,  like  thine,  would  fhame  Refentment  j 
To  kill  thee,  were  to  hide  thy  Infamy  ! 

To  let  thee  live  abhorr’d,  is  nobler  Vengeance! 

Phil,  Bold  Minion  1  thou  fhalt  hear  of  this  feverely ! 
Av/ay!  thou  Vaunter  of  thy  own  Difhonour  I 
Hence  I  with  thy  Safety!  let  my  Scorn  forget  thee! 
PhiU  Sueh  Infoknce  -  -  —  -  no  Temperance  can 
fupport,  [Ax.  Phil, 

Iph.  O  fair  lanthe !  do  I  once  more  meet 
Thy  Eyes,  and  unofFeiided,  at  my  Gazing  ? 

Ian,  That  I  have  Eyes  to  fee,  or  Tongue  to  fpeak. 
Is  owing,  Iphis,  to  thy  timely  Virtue! 

Had  not  thy  Arm,  from  worfe  than  Death, pr  eferv’d 
lanthe  had,  ev^  this,  been  feen  no  more  ! 


Eyeu 
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Even  yet,  I  tremble  at  the  Inftant  Horror  f 
And  fcarce  have  Life  to  breathe  my  Gratitudf. 

O  Jphisj  bow!  how  fhall  my  Heart  repay  thee? 

Iph.  Be  bat,  to  thy  own  Injundioa,  conftant, 

-  Comply  with  what  thy  Vows  have  fwora, 

^  And  make  thy  Iphis  bleft,  by  Heaven’s  Dea'ee, 

Jan,  What  m  ans  thy  Tranfport? 

Ifh.  -  --  --  --  -  Mark!  mark  well  thy  Words 
Wh  en  Iphis  plain  this  Riddle  rea-d^; 

Then^  to  his  Wifb,  his  Love  fucceeds ! 

Ian,  Kail  thou  then  folv’d  it,  Iphis  I  -  -  -  - 
Iph,  -  -  -  H^ar  my  Fortune., 

Ian,  My  Hopes,  my  Heart  attends  thee  - 
Iph.  -----  O,  lanthe  * 

Were  I  to  tell  thee,  how  my  tortur’d  Brain 
Had  labour’d  ev’n  to  Madneis,  for  the  Senfs 
Of  thy  obfcure  Decree  upon  my  Love, 

Thy  Tendernefs  would  pity  my  Defpair. 

Ian,  As  Iphis  would  the  Sorrows  of  lanth;^ 

Had  he  conceiv’d  their  Caufe  -  -  -  - 
Iph,  -  -  -  -  SaidlF  thou,  their  Caufe! 

Jan.  Nay,  thofe  are  Thoughts  for  future  Hours  - 
proceed. 

Jph,  Let  it  fufEce  then,  that  my  Father’s  Care' 
Soon  brought  my  wandring  Senfes  to  Reflexion; 
When  kopelefs  jftill,  and,  to  my  Fate  refign’d. 
Like  thee,  to  chafte  Diand*s  Shrine  1  flew. 
Imploring  Succour  to  my  Heart’s  Diftrefs. 

When,  from  her  awful  Tripos,  thus  the  Goddefs, 
Inverting  her  Decree,  explain’d  my  Fate. 


That  which  (he  cannot  Have,  the  Fair  fhall  Give,- 
That  which  thou  canft  not  Give^  or  fhe  Dejire, 
That  which  fhe  muft  not  have,  flialt  thou  receive.- 
That,  that’s  the  Cure  thy  prefent  Woes  require. 


Ian,  Hafte  tp  expound,  and  eafe  niy  Heart’s  Im-' 
patience,. 


D  dr- 
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Jph.  O  then  repay  my  Woes,  with  happier  Life. 
And  give  me  what  ThouCanft  not  have--  -  zWife: 
And  in  Return,  which  thou  canfi  never  Give, 

Ianthe*s  Heart  a  Husband  fhall  receive  I 

Ian.  O  never  was  a  Heart  fo  juftly  given! 

This,  Iphis,  is  a  Marriage  made  by  Heaven! 

Canft  thou  forget  my  Sex’s  coy  Regard  ? 

]ph.  Can  Love  look  back  from  fuch  a  fweet  Reward  ) 
The  fond  and  eaTy  Maid  is  kind  in  vain  5 
Faint  is  the  Blifs,  that  never  pafl:  thro’  Pain. 

Beauty,  by  Nature,  timorou/ly  coy. 

By  Griefs  impos’d,  refines  the  Lover’s  Joy  : 

Thus  blooming  Rofes  have  their  native  Power, 

To  wound  the  Hand  that  pulls  the  fragrant  Flower, 

[Exeunt, 

Damon  Enters  alone. 

Ham.  How!  Jphis,  and  Janthe^  hand  in  hand  > 

Twas  but  this  Hour,  I  heard  he  had  loft  his  Wits 
For  Love!  Nay,  ALgon  now  is  in  the  Woods 
Seeking  his  Daughter  too  —  Ah! ha!  my  Miftrefs! 
You’ve  found  yourfelf,  it feems,  the  Way  to  cure  him! 
Your  dainty  Coynefs  is  come  down  at  laft. 

And  Love,  on  fecond  Thoughts,  is  not  fo  frightful! 
But  why  do  1  pretend  to  laugh  at  her. 

When  philUda  has  made  a  greater  Fool  of  me. 

Than  ever  held  the  Sex’s  Power  in  Scorn? 

A  J  R  X. 

Dam.  Around  the  Plains,  my  Heart  has  rov*d: 

The  Bronjon,  the  Pair,  my  I  lames  approved: 

The  Pert,  the  Proud,  by  Turns  have  lov^di 
"  And  kindly  fiiVd  my  Arms. 

I  danc'd,  I  fung,  I  talk'd,  I  toy'di 
While  This  I  nvoo^d,  I  That  enjoy'd. 

And  ere  the  Kind  with  Kindnefs  cloy'd. 

The  Coy  refign'd  her  Charms. 
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But  novcf,  alas  /  thofe  Days  are  done ; 

*The  Wron£d  are  all  revenged,  hy  One, 

Wi^Oy  like  a  frighted  Bird,  is  flown, 

Tet  leaves  her  Image  here, 

O  !  could  ly  yety  her  Heart  recall 
Before  her  Feet  my  ?ride  would  fad. 

And,  for  her  Sake,  for  faking  all,  ■ 

Would  fix  for  ever  there^ 

» 

Could  I  have  ever  thought  to  have  Teen  this  Day  I 
That  I  fhoulcf  fold  my  Arms,  and  figh  for  One  I 
Nay  One  that  in  her  Turn  has  figh’d  for  me! 

And  only  could  fubdue  me  by  her  Parting! 

How  could  the  Gypfy  mufter  fuch  a  Spirit  > 

The  Pertnefs  of  her  Pride  has  fo  provok’d  me,, 

1  fhall  never  reft  in  my  Bed,  ’till  Die 

Lies  by  me  —  Here  fhe  comes,  and  with  her-  -  ha--» 

Her  Father!  foft--  I’m  out  of  Favour  tliere  !' 

Lie  clofe  a  while,  and  mark  what  Nail’s  a  drivings 

IRetireso^ 

Enter  Cory  don,  with  Phillida. 

Cor,  And  I  fay,  think  no  more  of  him  •  «=— - 


Fhil, - -  -  -  That’s  hard  ! 

Is’t  not  enough  I  fee  him  not  ^ 
Cor,  - - --I  fav. 


A,v^dd  him,  as  the  wildeil  Beaft  of  Prey ! 

He  ufes  Girls  like  Carrion:  Not  the  Wolf 
In  a  Sheepfold,  or  hungry  Fox  on  Poultry,  * 

Can  make  more  Havock,  than  that  wicked  Rogas 
Among  the  Wenches  Hearts - 


D:^m, - That  muft  be  me!’  [^BehinJ^. 

But  what  fiSys  ThillUa^? 

Phil,  ------  Suppofe  this  true*/ 


Tec  could  he,  ftil),.  be  WTought  to  marry  me  T 
Ci>r,  My  Patience !  has  he  not  refus'd  to  marry  ? 

Fhil.  And  therefore  1  have  declar’d  againft  his  Love. 
Cor,  Ay, ay,  but  ftill  he  lurks^within  your  Heart ! 

D  5  And; 
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And  ’till  ycu  drive  him  th.ence---- 

PhiL - - - I  ftrive  to  do  it; 

And  if  you  knew  the  Pain^  you’d  pity 

AIR  XI. 

A  thoufand  to  wean  my  Hearty 

V‘ve  tr'f  dj  yet' can’t  remove  him. 

And  tho’’  for  Life,  I’ve  f^jjorn  to  part, 
lor  Life,  I  find  I  love  him. 

Still  fhouid  the  dear  falfe  Man- return. 

And  with  new  Vows  purfue  me. 

Mis  jiatt' ring  Tongue  would  kill  my  Scorn, 
And  fiid,  1  fear^  undo  me. 


Cor.  Confider,  Thilly,  if  thou’rt  fairly^  married^ 
(And  thou  hall  choice  of  Cimon,  or  of  Mopfuj) 
How  happy  will  thy  doubly  Dowry  make  thee  ? 

Phil.  1  do  coilllder.  Father;  fo  fliould  you! 

As  a  low  Fortune  with  the  Man^  I  love. 

Can’t  make  me  rich ;  fo  Riches  with  the  Ivlan 
I  hate^  can’t  make  me  happy  -  -  ^ 


a 


Behindo. 


Mam.  -----  Gallant  Girl! 

O !  I  could  eat  thy  very  Lips,  that  fpoke 

Cor.  See  !  yondQfisCimon  coming  !  For  my  Sake, 
Dear  Phillida,  give  him  at  leak  a  Smile; 

A  little  Love  endur’d,  may  teach  the  Boy, 

In  time,  to  pleale  thee - 

Phil.  ------  Well!  fince  you  defire  it. 

Bvx^Mcpfus  has  the  lame  Pretenficns  too. 

Fend  him  to  make  his  equal  Claim, 

..And,-  ’till  he’s  found.  I’ll  hear  what  Cimon  fays. 

Cor.  A\i\  phillida,  thou  gain’ll  my  Heart,  I’ll  fend 
him,  [Exit.. 

Mam.  Now  lhall  I  meafare,  by  their  Hopes,  my 


own. 


tjove  th'  or  R" ID  D  L  8 3, 

^0  her  Cimon  Jinging,  . 

•  •  • 

A  I  R  xir.^ 

Ci*m.  Behold^  -  and  fee  th^  wemded  Lover y- 

Whofe  Truth  from  thee  will  ne'er  depart 

^  O  let  my  Tearsy  at  lengthy  dlfcover 

,  One' gentle  Smile,- to  heal  my  Heart! 

Phil.  Were  in  the  World,  no  'Man  hut  Cimon^ 

None  of  the  Female ^ Kind  hut  I, 

With  Me  JhouJd  end  the  Name  of  Womans,'^ 
Wltfi  Thee  the  Race  of  Man  fjould  die,- 

dm,  O  cruel  Sound  !  falfe-hearted  Thlllida! 

Didft  thou  not  fay,  thou  lov’d’ft  me  better  than- 
My  Brother  Mopfusf  — 

Phil,  -  -  - - Yes,  but  ’twas,^ 

As  of  two  Evils  I  would  chufe  the  leaft'j 
Stay,  till  I’m  bound  to,  ehule,  and  then  reproach  rne;- 
Thy  Crying  makes  me  laugh,  his  Laughing  luakes 
Me  Beep — There’s' all  the  hopeful  Difference^ 

A  I  R  XIII.- 

,  ■  “  ^  .  ' 
0  what  a  plague  is  Love  T  ' 

I  cannot  hear  it :  ^ 

what  Life  fe  curji  canprove^^ 

Or  Vain  come  mar  it! 

When  I  would  tell  my  Mindf 

My  Heart  mlf doubts  me 

Or  when  I  fpeak^  I  find 

With  Scorn  fne^routs  me,- 

In  vain  Is  all  I  fay,^ 

her  Anfwer  ft  ill  is  Nay 

0  dlfmaly  doleful  Day  ! ' 

■  J-hillida  Jichts  tm; 
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Enter  Mopfus  fingini. 

AIR  XIV. 

Mop.  Ah !  poor  Cimor^l  Dud  a  cry? 

Well  a-day  !  wife  an  Eye  !  O  fy,  Phillida  f 
To  treat  him  fo  f cor h fully, 
shame fu’ly,  mournfully  I 
Phillida,  fy  / 

Phil.  No,  no,  no,  Sir  Pert,  and  Dull ! 

Simpleton,  Taper  skull  I  1  for  ever  fhall 
Thmk  thee  far  the  greater  Fo  I ; 
therefore  wi  l  give  thee  Caufe 
With  kim  to  cry, 

Cim«  ll'oll!  loll!  loll!  d  ll! -----Now  1  pray,  - 
Who  has  Caufe  moft  to  cry,  ah!  well-a-day  ? 
Mop.  what  care  1!  srhy  let  her  feoff, 

I  can  laugh  5  flay  her  off,  better  than  you. 

Cim.  Ah!  p'>or  Mopfus,  thou'rt  a  Fool! 

Mop.  I  fay,  y  Old  re  a  greater  Owl, 

Ci'm.  Nay,  now  im  fure  thaPs  a  Lye, 

Mep.  WhaPs  a  Lye  ? — - 
Clm.  ThaPs  a  Lye! 

Mop.  I  fay,  Uis  true. 

AIR  XV.  [The  AIR  changes.] 

Phil.  Give  ovir  your  Love,  you  great  Loobies,. 

I  hate  you  both,  you  Sir,  and  you  too : 

Did  ever  a  Brace  of  fuch  Boobies 
The  Lafs,  that  ditefts  them,  purfuel 

Mop.  Hovo! - 

Phil.  ^--^Co!- —  , 

. oh!  Pm  ready  to  faint! 

^  How  are  you  ?  [To  Mopfus, 

Mop.  V/hy  truly,  Jhe  treats  us  hut  fo,  fo. 

For  my  fart,  I  think  Jhe'' s  a  Devil, 

A  Woman  would  f corn  for  to  do  fo, 

Giin.  O  ly!  fy  /  fuch  Words  are  uncivil. 

Phil. 


\ 


Phil. 
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'  CIm. 
Mop. 


Cim. 

Mop. 


Prepare  then,  to  hear  laft  Sentence, 
Before  Vd  ^ed  either,  much  rather 
rd  ft  and  on  the  Stool  of  Repentance, 

And  want  for  my  Bantling  a  Bather. 

Goe 

-•^•Oh  !  Woe!  Vm  ready  to  faint 
And  I  too. 

Was  ever  a  Slut  fo  inhuman! 

Odfzooks!  let  us  take  dozvn  her  Mettle! 

1  dare  not — 

-  -  -  •  Let  me  come!  pfhaw  waw.  Mart, 
she  only  has  water  d  a  Nettle. 


■  In  fhort,  this  won't  do,  Mrs.  Vixen  ! 

Tor  One  of  us  Two  you  muft  now  chufe, 

Phil.  Zhen  you  are  the  Man  that  I  fix  on',^ 

And  Tou — are  the  Tool  I  refufe. 

[Strikes  each  a  Box  on  the  Ear. 

*  Cim.  Waunds  ! 

Cim.  andhiop.  Go !  The  I>evil  would  fly  fuch  a  Spot&fe. 

Phil.  If  there’s  a  Joy  comes  near  recovering  thofe 
We  love,  fure  ^tis  to  filence  thofe  we  hate. 

When  Cimon  and  iAopi\^s  are  gone,.  Dzmon  p ref enti 
himfelf  to  Phillida,  finging, 

A  I  R  xvr. 

Dam.  See!  behold,  and  fee! 

With,  an  Eye  kind,  and  relenting, 

Damon,  now,  repenting. 

Only  true  to  thee  ; 

Content  to  love,  and  love  for  Life  ! 

Phil.  If  you,  now  fin  cere, 

with  an  koneft  Declaration 
Mean  to  prove  your  Tajfion, 

To  the  Purpofe  fwear. 

And  make,  at  once,  a  Maid  a  'Wife. 

•Dana.. 
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Thus,  for  Lifi,  I  take  theox 
J^ever  to  forfake  thee^ 

Soon,  or  late, 

1  find  our  Tate, 

To  Hearts  afiray. 

Direct  the  Way, 

' And  brings,  to  laftmg  Joys,  the  Kover  hom^^ 

Ever  kind,  and  tendery. 

Conquer'"  d,  I  fur  render: 

-  .  Trove  but  true. 

As  I,  to  you. 

Each  kindling  Kifs 
Shall  yield  a  Blifs, 

That  only,  frcm  the  conftant  Lip,  can  aowh 
AIR  XVII. 

To  the  Trieji  away,  to  bind  our  Vows, 

With  our  Hands,  and  Hearts  united^ 

To  redvice  the  T  over,  to  lawful  Spoufe, 

Is  a  Irmnph,  my  Heart  has  delighted. 

If  I  never  could  fix. 

'  ^Twas  the  Vault  of  the  Sex, 
who  eafily  yi.ldmg^  .were  eafy,  to  cloy. 

But  in  Love  vje  ftill  find, 

V/htn  the  Hearfs  well  inciin'd,’  • 

)  In  One,  only  One,  is  the  Joy. 

4  But  in  Love,  Scc,^ 
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ST/^  SCENE  opens  to  the  Houfe  o/ Areas. 


Arens  come  forward,  a'ad  at  fame  Difance  Jiand 

li^hiswith  lanthe^  and  Amyntas  with  Paftora. 

JEg,  Now,  Sir,  applaud  my  Forefight,  and  coniof^p 
That  what  I  promised  has  not  failM  our  Hopes. 
Amyntas  and  Faftora  own  their  Love  5 
And  Iphis  has  at  length  deferv’d  lanthe. 

Arc.  Yes,  AEgo7t,  now  I  fee  the  fecret  Care 
Of  Providence,  that  forms  our  Happinefs,  ' 

By  Meafures  unforefeen  to  human  Eyes. 

Had  not  Vhilautus  provM  an  impious  Ruffian^ 

Iphis  might  never  have  produc'd  his  Virtue. 

Nor  fair  Faftora,  but  by  Scorn  of  him. 

Have  Ihewn  a  Spirit  worthy  of  her  Birth. 

But  where  fhall  my  Indulgence  find  ExCti'fe, 

To  ratifie  thy  Flame  profefs’d,  Amyntas  ? 

Or  thine,  lanthe,  for  the  Son  of  Areas? 

How  may  I  anfwer,  to  the  World,  my  Condufb_^ 

In  mixfng  fuch unequal  Blood,  and  Fortune? 

Am,  My  Lord,  if  private  Happinefs  rnuft  ranfc 
With  what  is  pradis’d  in  the  fenfual  World, 

My  Hopes  are  blaftedj  and  I  Hand  condemn’d. 

Even  by  my  own  Confcfiion,  of  a  Crime 
Might  lay  an  Imputation  on  your  Pardon. 

But  if  (as  I  have  often  heard  you  fay) 

Man  only  has  his  Value  from  his  Virtue, 

And  that  where  Food  and  Rayment  are  provided^:  ‘ 
Health,  and  Integrity  of  Heart,  is  all 
That’s  needful  to  compleat  our  Happinefs: 

Then,  Sir,  my  pleading  Love  has  this  ExcufeJ; 

That  beyond  a- Life  of  Innocenccj 

1  boafe 
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I  boafl  no  Virtues,  to  fupport  my  Claim : 

Yet  by  your  own  Prefcription,  I  may  fay 
Tajiora  chofe  me ;  therefore  I  deferve  her. 

An  Anfwer  worthy  of  thy  Father’s  Son! 

Fear  not,  Am^ntas^  I’ll  fupport  thy  Love. 

Arc^  JEgon!  Thou  more  than  Father  to  my  Boy! 

[Ajide  to  iEgon. 

*Tis  well,  Atn^ntas  :  When  lanthe  has 
Keply’d,  at  once,  on  Both,  I  (hall  determine. 

Ian,  My  noble  Lord  !  the  Time  has  been,  when  you 
Yourfelf  reproach’d  my  cold  Regard  of  Iphis^y 
And,  like  a  tender  Father,  gave  him  to  my  Pity. 

\A/as  it  no  Merit,  that  my  bleeding  Heart 
Refus’d  to  gratifie  its  own  Defires, 

And  itarv’d  my  Love,  to  feed  a  juft  Refentment? 

If  that  Refentment,  fince,  has  been  appeas’d 
By  Obligations,  greater,  than  even  Life 
Preferv’d,  can  you  reproach  my  Gratitude? 

If  then  a  Heart,  fo  tempted,  feems  afpiring. 

Let  this  Refle^lion,  Sir,  excufe  ray  Love ; 

That  tho’  adorn’d  with  every  Grace 
That  might  deferve,  and  charm  the  proudeft  Beauty  j 
Though  my  Superior  far,  in  high-born  Blood  5 
And* of  a  Fortune  boundlefs,  as  your  Bounty; 

Yet  all  thefe  Gifts,  from  Heaven,  and  Nature’s  Hand, 
Were  Charms  too  weak,  to  reach  Heart, 

Till  Truth,  and  Love,  had  more  than  once  deferv’d 
her. 

Arc,  01  JEgon  1  jEgonf  my  Contentment  grows 
Too  ftrong,  to  be  conceal’d  !  I  thirft,  I  burn 
To  clafp  my  blefied  Children  in  my  Arms, 

And  poi^v  out  all  the  Fondnefs  of  a  Father. 

-Whence  this  affeding  Paflipn  ? 

AEg.  -  - - -  From  a  Caufe 

Will  raife  your  Wonder  equal  to  your  Virtues. 

Nor,  from  the  fweet  Rewards  he  now  intends 
Your  Love,  can  fpring  a  Tranfport  more  fublime,  . 
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Than  what  a  tender  Father  feels,  to  find 
His  Children  have  deferv’d  them— 


-  Ha  ! 

Jan,  His  Children! 


What  th  n  remains,  my  Lord,  but  that  you  call 
Their  Merfr,  from  obfcure  Adoption,  forth. 

And  let  Am^ntasj  and  lanthe  know. 

What  noble  Blood  now  claims,  and  crowns  their  Virtues. 

Arc,  Hear  then,  ye  happy  Lovers,  and  attend 
The  Story  of  your  llrange  inverted  Fortunes. 

You  often  have  been  told  that  JEgony  and 
My  feif,  whofe  Friendfnip  from  our  Youth  grew  up. 
In  one  fame  Year  (fueh  was  the  Will  of  Heaven) 
JBuried  the  Bofom- Partners  of  our  Hearts. 

Our  mutual  Grief  foon  drew  us  fronTthe  gay 
And  taftelefs  Pleafures  of  a  Court,  to  pnfs 
In  rural  .Solitude  our  future  Days, 

Accountable  to  Senfe,  and  Nature’s  Law, 

It  happen’d,  in  our  Courfe  of  friendly  Talk, 

One  Dav  refledin^  on  the  anxious  Cares 
That  tender  Parents  feel,  for  infant  Children  s 
Obferving  too,  how  feldom  high-born  Blood 
And  Riches  add  to  real  Happinefs ; 

How  often  head-ftrong  Youth,  depending  on 
Hereditary  Rank,  have  funk  their  Virtues  in 
Excefs,  and  from  elated  Pride,  have  mock’d 
Thofe  Morals,  that  fhould  grace  Nobility : 

Thofe  Fexars,  I  fay,  revolving  in  my.  Breaft, 

To  JEgon  I  propos’d  this  ftrange  Precaution  : 

That  mutually  our  Infants  fhould  exchange 
Their  Father;  and  having  no  Mother’s  Fondnefs, 
That  might  oppofe  our  Scheme,  we  thence  agreed 
That  thou  Amyntas,  and  lanthe  thou. 

As  Agon's  Son  and  Daughter  fhould  be  train’d; 

That,  to  your  Teeming  humble  Birth  and  Fortune, 
Your  Hopes  reftrain’d,  might  level  your  Defires; 
While  Iphisy  and  Taftoray  to  my  Care 
Aflign’d,  might,  from  imaginary  Birth, 


Imbibe 
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Imbibe  the  higher  Sentiments  of  Honour, 

Now  mark  !  how  happily  the  Confequence 
Succeeds! — let  your  Amazement  ftill  be  mute, 

While  my  paternal  Care  prevents  your  Wifhes, 

And  doles  you  out  the  Bleflings  you  deferve, 

JEg,  Now,  Children,  formyour  Wifhes,  and  receive 
them. 

Amyrjt^s,  to  reward  his  Love  conceal’d,. 

Now  enters  on  a  Tortune,  which  expeded 
Had  loll  the  fvveeter  Relifh  of  Poffeffion  j 
And  to  exert  his  Gratitude  to  JEgon^ 

Whofe  Precepts  taught  him  to  deferve  Paflora, 

He  lays  that  Fortune  at  his  Daughter’s  Feet, 

[Amyntas  md  Paftora  kmd  to  i^BgolL 
While  l^htSy  of  lanthe's  Heart  polTefs’d, 

Receives  the  Fortune  which  his  Love  bellow’d. 

And  by  Alliance  makes  me  twice  his  Father. 

[Iphis  and  lanthe  kneel  to  Areas, 

Jim,  O  where  fhall  Duty,  Gratitude,  and  Joy 
Find  Words  to  utter  what  our  Hearts  conceive  !  i 
Iph.  Amazement,  Praife,  and  Admiration,  fill 
The  Soul  with  Tranfports,  too  fublime  for  Speech  T 
jlrc.  Continue,  by  your  Virtues,  to  deferve  your  Bor- 
tune ; 

You  give  me,  then,  not  only  Praife,  but  Triumph! 

Iph,  j^myntas! 

Am*  -  -  -  Iphis! 

Iph,  Friend  ! 

Am.  -  - . My  Brother  now. 

Tafi.  O  kind  lanthe  I 
Ian*  -  -  -  -  O  Paftora !  How  ? 

How  fhall  I  thank  thee,  iov  Amyntas"*  ]oy 'i^Emhradng. 
Taft,  Excel  me,  if  thou  canft,  in  Love  to 
Iphis. 

Am,  Do  that,  lanthe^  and  Amyntas'  Truth 
Shall  emulate  thy  Kindnefs  to  Paftora, 

Iph.  Do  thatj  Amyntas^  then  liiall  Iphis’^  Love 
Redouble  thy  Endearments  on 

air 


I  Embracing. 
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A  I  R  XVIII, 

Jhiis  we  io  Virtue  give 
All  that  we  thence  receive, 

£e  to  Pa  ft  ora  kind^ 

Ainy litas  here  Jhali  find 
What  there  he  gives ^ 
la  nth  e  here  receives. 

Be  to  Ian  the  hlnd^ 

Kind  Iphis  here  (hall  find 
What  there  he  glves^ 

Paftora  here  receives. 

Be  to  th^  I  phis  kind^ 
lanthe  here  Jhali  find 
What  there  Jhe  gives 
Amyntas  here  receives 

Thus  all  receive 
The  blended  Jojs  we  give, 

Bxow  fay  the  Nymph  is  cold: 

Who  calls  the  Lover  held  ? 

Paft.  and  Am,  While  kind,  and  true? 

Ian,  Now  every  killing  Care, 

Fall,  Of  Jealoufy,  or  Bear, 

lau,  and  Paft.  Adieu,  adieu  ! 

O nines.  Adieu,  adieu  ! 

[^End  with  the  Jtrfi  part. 

Why,  ay,  my  Lord,  here  Love  appears  in  Triumph! 
Speaks  from  the  Heart,  and  flames  with  Innocence  t 
Where  fiiall  we  find,  in  pompous  Courts  or  Cities, 
Defircs  Io  Cordial,  fo  refin’d  by  Virtue  ? 

Arc,  Where-ever  Pride,  Deceit,  or  fordid  Views  ' 
Are  banifh’d,  Mgon,  we  fhall  alw’ays  find  them. 

Let  us  not  think  our  Children  only  blefs’d^ 

'  Becaufe 


Ian. 

Iph.^(?  Am. 

Am.  to  T'ph. 

r 

Part,  to  Ian. 

Ian. .  ■ 

w 

Iph. 
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Bccaufe  the  general  World  makes  light  of  Virtue  ; 
Could  Millions  tafte  the  fame  exalted  Blifs, 

It  rather,  then,  might  heighten  our  Contentment. 

j£g.  Why  be  it  fo,  my  Lord  :  But  fince  Mankind 
Shew,  by  their  fenfual  Praake,  their  Miftake, 

Let  not  Us  grieve  bccaufe  we  can’t  reform  them. 

Let  us  exult  upon  our  Choice,  and  leave 
Vainglorious  Greatnefs  to  its  gilded  Wifhes. 

This  Day,  at  leaft,  we’ll  dedicate  to  Mirth, 

And  give  our  rural  Swains  a  Jubilee, 

Arc.  A  Day  like  this,  indeed,  demands  our  Joy  f 
Haft  thou  provided,  for  th’  Occafion  } 

jEg  A  Moment’s  Patknee,  Sir,  you’ll^find  iVe  not 
Been  idle .  ^  ^aon. 

Arc,  ——Soft!  what  Swains  are  here  advancing? 

To  them  Corydon,  Damon  and  Phillida. 

Bor,  Long  live  the  Ever-noble  Houfe  of  Arcail 
May  his  high  Race,  from  endlefs  Heirs  to  Heirs; 

Make  many  more  fuch  Holidays  as  this  [ 

Arc,  We  thank  thee,  Corydon  — 

Cor,  -  -  •  -  -  -  -  Nay,  my  good  Lord, 

The  Joy’s  not  all  your  own  :  For  I  myfelf. 

At  laft,  have  found  a  Father’s  Comfort  too: 

Your  kind  Benevolence  has  done  the  Deed. 

Your  double  Dowry  has  reducM  the  Rover, 

And  Damon  now  is  dubb’d  a  downright  Husband, 

Arc.  And  FhiHida  his  Bride? - 

Cor, - - - Even  fo,  my  Lord. 

I  faw  the  Prieft  this  Moment  join  their  Hands. 

As  for  their  Hearts,  why  Troth  !  they  e’en  muft  do. 
Like  other  honeft  Folks,  and  take  their  Chance 
Arc.  In  earneft  of  my  Promife,  Damon,  wear 
This  Ringj  and  be  a  Partner  of  our  Joy. 

iEgon  returns  laughings 

Mg*  Ha  I  ha! 

I’ad 
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rd  like  to’ve  brought  you,  here,  a  Gueft,  my  Lord  t 
That  might  have  added  to  our  Paftime — 

Arc. . Whom  ? 

JEg*  Vhilautiis:  but  his  Modefty,  it  fcems. 

Thought  it  became  him  better  to  decamp. 

I  met  him  mounted,  with  his  tawdry  Train, 

All  on  their  Palfrics,  prancing  Poll  to  Corinth  : 

And  when  I  ask’d  th*  Occafion  of  his  Hafte, 

He  fcornfully  reply’d— Our  Women,  here. 

Had  neither  Senfe  of  Merit,  or  of  Love. 

So  fpurr’d  his  Horfe,  and  (laid  not  for  his  Farewell. 
Jrc.  In  Courts,  perhaps,  he  may  have  better  Tor- 
tune. 

JEg.  With  all  my  Heart  I  There  he’ll  find  Beauties, 
that 

Deferve  fuch  Husbands— But  now,  t©  our  Pafiime. 

I’ve  brought  you.  Sir,  a  Troop  of  jolly  Swains, 

Who  promife  all  their  Skill  to  pleafe :  Let  us 
Sit  down,  and  take  Well-meaning  for  their  Merit, 

[A  T>anc€i  and  Chorus  of  Shepherds,  5cc.' 
Arc.  Now,  AE.gon^  nought  remains,  but  Nuptial 
Rites, 

To  confecrate  our  Children’s  Happinefs.  ' 

In  theirs,  methinks,  our  Spring  of  Youth  returns  : 
while  Tranfport  flow^  in  Vein^,  almoft  our  own. 

We  fhare  the  Harveft,  which  our  Cares  have Town. 
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Song^,  to  Vla^Sy  are  now-a-da^s^, 
^  .  Like^  ta.  ^our  Meals,  a  Sglhdi  j 


T^rtnit  us  then,  kind  Gentletnen, 

To  try  ojd^r  Skill,  by  Ballad  : 

While  Xou,  to  grace  our  Native  Lays, 
As  France  has  done  before  us. 

Belle,  Beau,  and  Cit,  from  Box  and  Fit, 
All  join  the  folly  Choxus. 

While  You,  to  grace,  O'c. 


Boor  Englifh  Mouths,  for  Twenty  Tears^ 
Have  been  jhut  up  from  Mufck; 

But,  thank  our  Stars,  Outlandifh  Airs 
At  laft  have  made  all  Xm—fick. 
When  warbling  T>ames  mre  all  in  Flames^ 
And  for  Frecedenee  wrangled. 

One  Englifh  Play  cut  fhort  the  Fray, 

And  home  again  they  dangled. 


chorus.  Then,  Free-born  Eoys,  all  make  a  Nolie^ 
As  France  has  done  before  us ; 

With  Englijh  Hearts,  all  bear  your  Parts, 
And  join  the  Jolly  Chorus. 


Sweet 
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Swtet  Ssund  on  languid  Senfe  bejlojv'd^ 
Is  like  a  'Beauty  married 
^0  empty  Fop,  who  talks  aloud. 

While  all  her  Charms  are  Buried^ 

But  late  Experience  plainly  JJjews, 

That  common  Senfe,  and  Ditty, 

Have  raviflj'd  all  the  Belles,  and  Beaux^ 
And  charm'd  the  chaunting  City. 
Chorus.  Then,  Free-born  Boys^  CT'f, 


With  New  Delight,  we've  try'd  To-nighi 
Our  utmofi  Skill  to  win  ye  ; 

Our  only  Pray'r  is  that  you'd  fpan 
Poor  Signior  Cibberini. 

If  what  h*  has  done  can  warm  the  Tewn 
To  fet  up  Englifh  Ditty, 

TotCll  all  (onfefs,  h'^  has  not  done  lefs^ 
Than  had  his  Mufe  been  Witty. 


Chorus^  TheHj  Free-born  Boys^ 
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